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* nation is in too high a ferment, for me 
to expect either fair war, or even ſo much 

as fair quarter, from a reader of the oppoſite party. 
All men are engaged either on this ſide or that: and 
tho' conſcience is the common word, which is given by 
both, yet if a writer fall among encmies, and cannot 
give the marks of their conſcience, he is knocked 
down before the reaſons of his own are heard. A pre- 
face, therefore, which is but a ſpeaking of favour, is 
altogether uſeleſs. What I defire the reader ſhould 
know concerning me, he will find in the body of the 
poem, if he have but the patience to peruſe it. Only 
this advertiſement let him take before hand, which te- 
lates to the merits of the cauſe. No general characters 
of parties (call them either ſes or churches) can be 
ſo fully and exaQtly drawn, as to comprehend all the 
ſeveral members of them; at leaſt all ſuch as are re- 
ceived under that denomination. For example; thcre 
are ſome of the chu ch by law eſtabliſhed, who envy 
not liberty of conſcience to diſſenters; as being well 
ſatisficd that, according to their own principles, they 
ought not to perſccute them. Yet theſe, by reaſon of 
their tewneſs, I could not diſtioaguiſh from the num- 
bers of the reſt, with whom they are embodicd in one 
common name. On the other ſide, there are many of 
= 


4 PR EF ACE. 
our ſets, and more indeed than I could reaſonably 
have hoped, who have withdrawn themſelves from 


the communion of the Panther, and embraced this 


gracious indulgence of his Majeſty in point of tolera- 
tion. But ncither to the one nor the other of theſe 
Is this ſatire any way intended: tis aimed only at 


the refractory and diſobedient on either ſide. For 
thoſe, who are come over to the royal party, are con- 


ſequently ſuppoſed to he out of gunſhot. Our phyſi- 


cians have obſerved, that, in proceſs of time, ſome 


diſcaſes have abated of their virulence, and have in a 
manner worn out their maligaity, ſo as to be no longer 


mortal: and why may not I ſuppoſe the ſame con- 
cerning ſome of thoſe, who have ĩormẽet- 7 er £25 | 


mies to kingly government, as well as catholic reli- 


gion? I hope they have now another notion of both, 
as having found, by comfortable experience, that the 
doftrine of perſecution is far from being an article of | 


our faith. 

"Fs nat for mig gelvate man ts EV the pro- 
ceedings of a foreign prince: but, without ſuſpicion 
of flattery, I may praiſe our own, who has taken con- 
trary meaſures, and thoſe more ſuitable to the ſpit it of 
Chrittianity. Some of the diſſenters, in their addre(- 
| ſes to his Majeſty, have ſaid, ** that he has reſtored 
God to his empire over conſcicnce.” I confeſs, I dare 
not ſtretch the figure to fo great a boldneſs : but 1 


may ſafely ſay, that conſcience is the royalty and 
prerogative of every private man. He is abſolute in 


his own breaſt, and accountable to no earthly power, 
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PREFACE. 3 


for that which paſſes only betwixt God and him. 

Thoſe, who are driven into the fold, are generally 

ſpeaking, rather made hypocrites, than converts. 
This indulgence being granted to all the ſes, it 


_ ought in reaſon to be expected, that they ſhould both 
receive it, and receive it thankfully. For, at this 
time of day, to refuſe the benefit, and adhere to hof, 


whom they have eſteemed their perſecutors, what is 
it elſe, but publickly to own, that they ſuffered rot 
before for conſcience ſake, but only out of pride and 
obſtinacy, to ſeparate from a church for thoſe impo- 
ſitions, which they now judge may be lawfully obey- 
ed? After they have fo long contended for their 
claſſical ordination (not to ſpeak of rites and ceremo- 
nies) will they at length ſubmit to an epiſcopal ? If 


they can go fo far out of complaiſance to their old enc- 


mies, methinks, a little reaſon ſhould perſuade them 
to take another ſtep, and ſee whither that would 
lead them. | 

Of the receiving this tolcration thankfully, 1 ſhall 
ſay no more, than that they ought, and 1 doubt not 
they will conſider from what hand they received it. 
"Tis not from a Cyrus, a Heathen Prince, and a fo- 
reigner, but from a Chriſtian king, their native ſove- 
reign; who expects a return in ſpecie from them, that 
the kindneſs, which he has graciouſly ſhewed them, 
may be retaliated on thoſe of his own perſuaſion. 

As for the poem in general, I will oniy thus far 
fatisfy the reader: that it was neither impoſed on me, 
nor ſo much as the ſubject given me by any man, It 

AZ 


was written duting the laſt winter, and the beginning 


ol this ſpring; though with long interruptions of ill 
health, and other hindrances. About a fortnight be- 


fore I had finiſhed it, his Majeſty's declaration for li- 


berty of conſcience came abroad: which if I had ſo 
ſoon expected, I might have ſpared myſelf the labour 
of writing many things which are contained in the 
third part of it. But I was always in ſome hope, that 
the church of England might have been perſuaded to | 
have taken off the Pcnal Laws and the Teſt, which | 
was one deſign of the poem, when I propoſed to my- 
ſelf the writing of it. | 

"Tis evident that ſome part of it was only occaſio- 
nal, and not firſt intended: I mean that defence of 
myſelf, to which c cry honeſt man is bound, u hben 
he is injuriouſly attacked in print: and | refer my- 
ſelf to the judgment of thoſe, who have read the 
4 Anſwer to the D-fence of the late King's papers,” | 
and that of the Ducheſs (in which laſt I was concern- 
ed) how charitably i have been repreſented there, 
am now informed both of the author and ſuperviivrs 
of this pamphlet, and will reply, when I think he 
can affront me: for I am of Socrates' opinion, that all 


creatures cannot. In the mean time, let him conf} 


der, whether he deſerved not a more ſevere reprehen- 
ſion, than I gave him formerly, for uſing ſo little re- 
ſpect to the memory of thoſe, whom he pretended to 
anſwer; and at his leiſure look out for ſome original 
treatiſe of humility, written by any Proteſtant in 
Engliſh: I bclicve 1 may ſay in any other tongue: 


een am tem ates... hore. DID 


; 
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for the magnified piece of Duncomb on that ſubject 
which either he muſt mean, or none, and with which 


another of his fellows has upbraided me, was trans- 


lated from the Spaniſh of Rodriguez ; tho' with the 
omiſſion of the r7th, the 24th, the 25, and the laſt 
chapter, which will be found in comparing of the 


books. 


He would have inſinuated to the world, that her 


late Highneſs died not a Roman Catholic. He de- 


clares himſelf to be now ſatisfied to the contrary; in 
which he has given up the cauſe : for matter of fact 
was the principal debate betwixt us. In the mean 
time, he would diſpute the motives of her change ; 
how prepoſterouſly, let all men judge, when he ſeem- 
ed to deny the ſubject of the controverſy, the change 
itſelf. And becauſe I would not take up this rid:cul- 
lous challenge, he tells the world 1 cannot argue: 
but he may as well infer, that a Chatholie cannot faſt, 
becauſe he will not take up the cudgels againſt Mrs. 
James, to confute the Prote ſtaut religion. 

I have bu: one word more to ſay concerning the 
poem as ſuch, and abſtracting from the matters, 
either religious or civil, which are handled in it. 
The firſt part, conſiſting moſt in general characters 
and narration, I have endeavoured to raiſe, and give 
it the majeſtic turn of heroic poeſy. The ſecond be- 
ing matter of diſpute, and chiefly concerning church 
authority, I was obliged to make as plain and perſpi- 
cuous as poſlibly I could; yet not wholly neglecting 
the numbers, though I had not frequent accaſions 


8 PREFACE. 
for the magnificence of verſe. The third, which has 
more of the nature of domeſtic converſation, is or 
ought to be, more free and familiar than the two 
former. | | 
There are in it two epiſodes, or fables, which are 
interwoven with the main deſign; ſo that they are 
properly parts of it, though they are alſo diſtinct ſto- 
ries of themiclves. In both of theſe I have made uſe 
of the common places of ſatire, whether true or falſe, 
which are urged by the members of the one church 
againſt the other: at which 1 hope no reader of 
either party will be ſcandalized, becauſe they are not 
of my invention, but as old, to my Knowledge, as the 
times of Boccace and Chaucer on the one tide, and as 
thoſe of the reformation on the other. 


— 
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THE 
HIND and TjE PANTHER 


e A Milk-white Hind, immortal and unchang' d, 
e Fed on the lawns, and in the foreſt rang'd ; 
>| Without unſpotted, innocent within, 
ſe She fear'd no danger, for ſhe knew no ſin. 
©, | Yet had ſhe oft been chas d with horns and hounds, 
ht And Scythian ſhafts; and many winged wounds 
of | Aim'd at her heart; was often forc'd to fly, 
ot | And doom'd to death, though fated not to die. 
he Not for her young; for their unequal line 
254 Was hero's make, half human, half divine, 
Their carthly mold obnoxious was to fate, 
Th' immortal part aſſum'd immortal ſtate. 
Of theſe a ſlaughter'd army lay in blood, 
Extended o'cr the Caledonian wood, 
Their native walk; whoſe vocal blood aroſe, 
And cry'd for pardon on their perjur'd foes. 
Their fate was fruitful, and the ſanguine ſeed, 
Endu'd with fouls, increas'd the ſacred breed. 
So captive Iſrael multiply'd in chains, 
A numerous exile, and enjoy'd her pains. 
With grief and gladneſs mixt, their mother view d 
Her martyr'd offspring, and their race renew'd; 
Their corps to periſh, but their kind to laſt, 
So much the deathleſs plant the dying fruit ſurpaſs'd.. 
Panting and penſive now ſhe rang'd alone, 
Aud wander'd in the kingdoms, once her own. 
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The common hunt, tho' from the ir rage reſtrain d 


By ſovereign pow'r, her company difdain'd ; 
Grin'd as they paſs d, and with a glaring eye 
Gave gloomy ſigns of ſceret enmity. 


"Tis true, ſhe bounded by, and trip'd ſo light, 


They had not time to take a ſteady fight. 
For truth has ſuch a ſace and ſuch a mien, 
As, to be lov'd, needs only to be ſeen. 

The bloody Bear, an Independent beaſt, 
Valick'd to form, in groans her hate expreſs'd. 
Among the tim'tous kind the Quaking Hare 
Profefs'd neutrality, but would not ſwcar. 

Next her the buſſoon Ape, as Atheiſts uſe, 
Mimic'd all ſes, and had his own to chuſe : 
Still when the Lion look'd, his knees he bent, 
And pay'd at church a courtier's compliment. 
The briſtl'd Baptiſt Boar, impure as he, 

But whiten'd with the foam of ſanctity, 

With fat pollutions fill'd the facred place, 

And mountains levcll'd in his furious race : 

So firſt rebellion founded was in grace. 

But, ſince the mighty ravage, which be made 
In German foreſts, had his guilt betray'd, 
With broken tuſks, and with a borrow'd name, 


He ſhun'd the vengeance, and conceal'd the ſhame; | 


So lurk'd in ſects unſeen, With greater guile 
Falſe Reynard fed on conſecrated ſpoil : 

The graceleſs beaſt by Athanaſius firſt 

Was chas'd from Nice, then by Socinus nurs'd : 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 2 


His impious race their blaſphemy renew'd, 

And nature's king thro' nature's optics view'd. 

Revers'd they view'd him leſs ning to their eye, 

Nor in an infant could a god deſcry. 

New ſwarming ſects to this ebliquely tend, 

Hence they began, and here they all will end. 
What weight of ancient witneſs can prevail, 


I private reaſon hold the public ſcale ? 
But, gracious God, how well doſt thou provide 


For erring judgments an unerring guide? 
Thy throne is darkneſs in th'abyſs of light, 


A blaze of glory that forbids the ſight. 


O teach me to believe thee thus conceal'd, 


And ſearch no farther than thyſelf reveal'd; 


But ber alone for my director take, 
Whom thou has promis'd never to forſake! 
My thoughtleſs youth was wing d with vain deſires; 


My manhood, long miſled by wand'ring fires, 


Follow'd falſe lights; and, when their glimpſe was 
gone, | 

My pride ſtruck out new ſparkles of her own. 

Such was l, ſuch by nature ſtill I am; 

Be thine the glory, and be mine the ſhame. 

Good life be now my taſk : my doubts are done: 


| Difſguis'd in mortal mold and infancy? 


That the great Maker of the world could die? 


Can I believe eternal God could lie 5 
And, after that, truſt my imperfect ſenſe, 


Which calls in queſtion his omnipotence ? 
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Can I my reaſon to my faith compel ? 

And ſhall my ſight, and touch, and taſte rebel? 
Superior faculties are ſet aſide ; 

Shall their ſubſervient organs be my guide? 
Then let the moon uſurp the rule of day, 
And winking tapers ſhew the ſun his way ; 
For what my ſenſes can themſelves perceive, 
need no revelation to believe, 

Can they, who ſay the hoſt ſhould be deſcry'd 
By ſenſe, define a body glorify'd ? 
Impaſſable, and penetrating parts ? 

Let them declare, by what myſterious arts 


Of bolts and bars impervious to the light, 
And ſtood before his train confeſs'd in open ſight. 
For, ſince thus wond'rouſly he paſs'd, 'tis plain, 
And ſure the ſame omnipotence as well 
Can make one body in more places dwell. 
Let reaſon then at her own quarry fly, 
But how can finite graſp infinity ? 

"Tis urg'd again, that faith did firſt commence 
' By miracles, which are appeals to ſenſe, | 
And thence concluded, that our ſenſe muſt be 
The motive ſtill of credibility. 
For latter ages muſl on former wait, 
And what began belief muſt propagate. 

But winnow well this thought, and you ſhall find 


He ſhot that body through th'oppoſing might 5 | 
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Were all thoſe wonders wrought by pow'r divine, 
As means or ends of ſome more deep deſizn ? 
Moſt ſure as means, whoſe end was this alone, 
To prove the Godhead of th'eternal Son. 

God thus aſſerted, man is to believe 

Beyond what ſenſe and reaſon can conceive, 

And for myſterious things of faith rely 

On the proponent, Heav'n's authority. 

If then our faith we for our guide admit, 

Vain is the farther ſearch of human wit. 

As when the building gains a ſurer ſtay, 

We take th'unuſeful ſcaffolding away. 

Reaſon by ſenſe no more can underſtand; 

The game is play'd into another hand. 

Why choſe we then like bilanders to creep 
Along the coaſt, and land in view to keep, 5 
When ſafely we may launch into the deep? 

In the ſame veſſel, which our Saviour bore, 
Himſelf the pilot, let us leave the ſhore, 

And with a better guide a better world explore. 
Could he his Godhead veil with fleſh and blood, 
And not veil theſe again to be our food ? 

His grace in both is equal in extent, 

The firſt affords us life, the ſecond nouriſhment. 
And if he can, why all this frantic pain 

To conſtrue what his cleareſt words contain, 
And make a riddle what he made ſo plain? 

To take up half on truſt, and half to try, 


Name is not faith, but bungling bigotry. 
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Both knave and fool the meſchant we way call, 
To pay great ſums, and to «i. pound the mall: | 
For who wou'd break with hcav n, ani and not 

| _ break for all? ) 
Neſt then, my foul, from endleſs anguih ice; 


Nor ſciences thy guide, nor ſenſe thy crew. ; 


Faith is the beſt enſurer of thy bliſs; 

The bank above muſt tail before the venture miſs. 
But Heav'n and Heav'n-t orn taith are far . on. ti ce, 
Thou firſt apoſtate to divinity, 

Unkennell'd range in thy Polonian plains; 

A fiercer foe th'inſatiate Wolf remains. 

Too boaſtful Britain, pleaſe thyſclt no more, 

That beaſts of prey are baniſh'd from thy ſhore: 
The Bear, the Boar, and every ſavage name, 

Wild in effect, though in appearance tame, 

Lay waſte thy woods, deſtroy thy bliſsful bow'r, 
And, mnzzlcd though they ſeem, the mutes devour, | 
More haughty than the reſt, the Wolfiſh race | 
Appear with belly gaunt, and famiſh'd face: 

Never was ſo deform'd a beaſt of grace. 

His ragged tail b-twixt his legs he wears, 

Cioſe clap'd for ſhame; but his rough creſt he rears, 
And pricks up his predeſtinating ears. 5 
His wild ditorder'd walk, his haggard eyes, 

Did all the beſtial citizens ſurprize. 

Though fear d and hated, yet te rul'd outs. 

As captain or companion of the ſpoil 

Full many a year his hateful head had been 

For tribute paid, nor ſince in Cambria ſcen: 
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The laſt of all the litter 'ſeap'd by chance, 
And from Geneva firlt infetted France. 

Some authors thus his pedigree will trace, 

But others write him of an upſtart race; 
Becauſe of Wickliff's b.ood no mark he brings, 
But his innate antipathy to kings. | 
Theſe laſt deduce him from th' Helvetian kind, 
Wno near the Leman-lake his conſort lin'd; 
That fi'ry Zuinzlius firſt th'aſſection bred, 


And meagre Calvin bleſt the nuptial bed. 


(a) In Iſracl ſome belicve lim whelp'd long ſince, 
When the proud 3anhedrim oppreſs'd the Prince, 
Or, ſince he will be Jew, derive him high'r, 
When Corah with his brethren did conſpire 

From Moſes' hand the ſov'reign {way to wreſt, 
And Aaron of his ephod to diveſt: 

'Till opening earth made way for all to paſs, 
And cou'd not bear the burden of a claſs, 

The Fox and he came ſhuffled in the dark, 

If ever they were ſtow'd in Noah's ark: 


Perhaps not made; for all their barking train 


The Dog (a common ſpecies) will contain. 
And ſome wild curs, who from their maiters ran, 
Abhorring the ſupremacy of man, | 
In woods and caves the rebel-race began. 

O happy pair, how well have you increas d! 
What ills in church and ſtate have you redreſs'd ? 


(a) Vid. Pref. to Heyl. Hiſt of Preſb. 
B 2 
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With teeth untry'd, and rudiments of claws, 
Your firſt eſſay was on your native laws: 
Thoſe having torn with caſe, and trampled down, 
Your fangs you faſten'd on the mitred crown, 
And freed from God and monarchy your town. 
What though your native kennel ſtill be ſmall, 
Bounded betwixt a puddle and a wall; | 
Yet your victorious colonics are ſent 

Where the north occan girds the continent. 
Quick'ncd with fire below, your monſters breed 
In fenny Holland, and in fruitful "I'weed ; 

And like the firſt the laſt aſſects to be 

Drawn to the dregs of a Demociacy. 

As, where in fields the fairy rounds are ſeen, 

A rank ſour herbage riſes on the green; 

So, ſpringing where thoſe midnight elves advance, 
Rebellion prints the footſteps of the dance. 

Such are their doctrines, ſuch contempt they ſhow 
To heav'n above, and td their prince below, 

As none but traitors and blaſphemers know, 
God, like the tyrant of the ſkies, is plac'd, 

And kings, like flares, beneath the crowd debas'd. 
So fulſome is their food, that flocks refuſe 

To bite, and only dogs for phyſic uſe. 

As, where the lightning runs along the ground, 
No huſbandry can heal the blaſting wound; 

Nor bladed graſs, nor bearded corn ſucceeds, 

But ſcales of ſcurf and putrefaction breeds: 

Such wars, ſuch waſte, ſuch fiery track of dearth 
Their zcal has left, and ſuch a teemleſs earth. 
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But, as the poiſons of the deadlieſt kind 
Are to their own unhappy coaſts con ſin d; 
As only Indian ſhades of ſight deprive, 
And magic plants will but in Colchos thrive; 
So Preſbyt'ry and peſtilential zeal 
Can only flouriſh in a commonweal. | 
From Celtic woods is chas'd the wolſiſh crew; 
But ah! ſome pity een to brutes is due 
Their native walks, methinks, they mint en), 
Curb'd of their native malice to deftroy, 
Of all the tyrannies on human-kind, 
The worſt is that which per ſecutes the mind. 
Let us but weigh at what offence we ſtrike, 
"Tis but becauſe we cannot think alike. 
In puniſhing of this, we overthrow 
The laws of nations and of nature too. 
Beaſts are the ſubjects of tyrannic ſway, 
Where (till the ſtronger on the weaker prey. 
Maa only of a ſofter mold is made, 
Not for his fellows” ruin, but their aid: 
Created kind, beneficent and free, 
The noble image of the Deity, 

One portion of informing fire was gix'n 
To brutes, th'inferior family of cav'n: 
The ſmith divine, as with a carelets „t, 
Struck out the mute creation at a heat : 

But, when atriv'd at laſt to human race, 
The Godhead took a deep confid'ring ipace ; 
And, to diſtinguiſh man from all the rt, 
Valock d the ſacred treaſures of his breaſt; 

| | B 3 
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And mercy mixt with reaſon, did impart, 

One to his head, the other to his heart: 

Reaſon to rule, but mercy to forgive: 

The firſt is law, the laſt prerogative. 

And like his mind his outward form appear 4, 
When, iſſuing naked, to the wond'ring herd, 

He charm'd their eyes; and, for they lov'd, they 

fear'd : 

Not arm'd with horns of arbitrary might, 

Or claws to ſeize their furry ſpoils in fight, 

Or with increaſe of fect t'o'ertake em in their flight: 

Of eaſy ſhape, and pliant cv'ry way; 

Confeſſing till the ſoftneſs of his clay, 

Aad kind as kings upon their coronation day: 

With open hands, and with extended ſpace 

Of arms, to ſatisfy a large embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with milk, the new-made man 
His kingdom o'er his kindred world bezan : 

Till knowledge miſapphy d, miſunderſtood, 
And pride of empire ſour'd his balmy blood. 
Then, firſt rebclling, bis own ſtamp he coins; 
The murd'rer Cain was latent in his loins; 

And blood began its firſt and loudeſt cry, 

For diff ring worſhip of the Deity. 

Thus perſccution roſe, and farther ſpace 
Produc'd the mighty hunter of his race. 

Not ſo the bleſſed Pan his flock increas'd, 

Content to fold em from the famiſh'd beaſt : 

Mild were his laws; the ſheep and harmlcſs bind 
Were never of the perſecuting kind. | 


; 
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uch pity now the pious paſtor ſhows, 
such mercy from the Britiſh lion flows, 
That both provide protection for their foes, 

Oh happy regions, Italy and Spain, 
Which never did thoſe monſters entertain ! 

he Wolf, the Bear, the Boar can there advance 
No native claim of juſt inheritance, 
And felf-preſerving laws, fevers in ſhow, 
May guard their fences from th invading foe. 
Where birth has plac'd em, let 'em ſafely ſhare 
The common ben<cht of vital air. 
Themſelves unharmful, let them live unharm'd; 
Their jaws diſabled, and their claws diſatm'd: 
Here, only in nocturnal howlings bold, | 
They dare not ſeize the Hind, nor leap the fold. 
More pow'rful, and as vigilant as they, 
The Lion awſully forbids the prey. 
Their rage repreſs d, tho' pinch'd with famine fore, 
They ſtand aloof, and tremble at his roar; 
Much is their hunger, but their fear is more. 
Theſe are the chief: to number o'er the reſt, 
And ſtand, like Adam, naming ev'ry beaſt, 
Were weary work; nor will the miſe deſcribe 
A ſlimy-born and fun-begotten tribe; 
Who, far from ſtecples and their ſacred ſound, 
ln fields their ſullen conventicles found. 
Theſe groſs, half- animated lumps, I leave; 
Nor can I think what thoughts they can conceive, 
But if they think at all, 'tis ſure no high'r 
Than matter put in motion, may aſpire ; 
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Souls that can ſcarce ferment their maſs of cy 1 ; 


$0 droſſy, fo diviſible are they, 
As would but ſerve pure bodies for allay : 


Such ſouls as ſhards produce, ſuch beetle things | 


As only buz to heav'n with eving wings; 
Strike in the dark, offending bat by chance, 
Such are the blindful blows of ignorance. 
They know not beings, and but hate a name; 
To them the Hind and Panther aic the fame. 


The Panther ture the nobleſt, next the Hind, 


And faireſt creature of the ſpotted kind; 

Oh, could her in-born ſtains be u aſh'd away, 
She were too good to be a beaſt of prey! 

How can I praite, or blame, and not offend, 
Or how divide the ſrailty from the friend? 
Her faults and virtues lye fo mix'd. that the 
Nor vhkoliy ttinds condemn'd, nor wholly free. 
Then, like ker injur'd Lion, let me ſpeak; 
He cannet bend her, and he would not break. 
Unkind alrcady, and eftrang'd in part, 

The wolf begins to ſhare her wand'ring heart. 
Though unpolluted vet with aQual ill, 

She half commits, who ſins but in her will. 

If, as our dreaming Platoniſts report, 

There could be ſpirits of a middle fort, 

Too black for heav'n, and yet too white for hell, 
Who juſt dropt half-way down, nor lower fell; 
So pois'd, ſo gently ſhe deſcends from high, 

It ſeems a ſoft dimiſſion from the &y. 
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Her houſe not ancient whatſoe'er pretence 

Her clergy heralds make in her defence. 

A ſecond century not half-way run, 

Since the new honours of her blood begun. 

A Lion old, obſcene, and furious made 

By luſt, compreis d her mother in a ſhade; 
Then, by a left-hand marriage, weds the dame, 
Corv'ring audult'ry with a ſpecious name: 

So ſchiſm begot; and ſacrilege and the, 

A well match'd pair, got graceleſs hereſy. 

God's, and kings rebels, have the ſame good cauſe, 
To trample down divine and human laws; 

Both wou'd be call'd re formers, and their hate 
Alike deſtructive both to church and ſtate : 

The fruit proclaims the plant; a lawleſs prince 
By luxury reform'd incontinence; 

By ruins, charity; by riots. abſtinence. 
Confeſſions, faſts, and pennance ſet aſide; 

Oh with what eaſe we follow ſuch a guide, 

Where ſouls are ftarv'd, ard ſenſes gratify'd ! 
Where marriage pleaſures midnight pray'r ſupply, 
And mattin bells (a melancholy cry) ; 
Are tun'd to merrier notes incregſe and multiply. 
Religion ſhews a roſy colour d face; | 
Not batter'd out with drudging works of grace : 

A down-hill reformation rolls apace. 

What fleſh and blood wou'd crowd the narrow gate, 
Or, 'till they waſte their pamper'd paunches, wait ! 
All would be happy at the cheapeſt rate. 
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Though our lean ſaith theſe rigid laws has giv's, | 
The full-fed Muſſulman, gocs lat to heavn; | Such 
For his Arabian prophet with acligi:ts At le 
Of ſenſe allur d his caſtern protclytes. Nice 
The joily Luther, reading him, began And 
T' interpret Scriptures by his Alcotan; In do 
To grub the thorns bencath our tender feet, Wber 
And make the paths of Paradiſe more ſweet: Theis 
BetFought him of a wite Cer half way gone, Sign 
(For'twas uncaſy travelling alonc:) A re; 
And, in this maſquerade of mirth and love, And 
Miſtook the blits of heav'n for Bacchanals above. Becat 


Sure he preſum d of praiſe, who came to ſtock 

Th'etherial paſtures with fo fair a flock, 

Burniih'd, and Bat'nirg on their food, to ſhow * 

The diligence of careſul herds below, But t 
Our Panther, tho? like theſe ſhe chang'd her head, is | 

Yct as the miſtreſs of a monarch's }.cd, 

Her front erect with majeſty ſhe bore, a 

The croſter wic!ded, and the mitre wore. 

Her upper pait of decent diicipline 

Shew'd aſſectation of an ancient line; 

And fathers, councils, church and churches head, 

Were on her rev'rend Phy lacte ies re: d. 

But what ditgrac'd and diſavow d the ret, 

Was Calvin's brand, that ſligmatiz d the beaſt, 1 

Thus, like a creature of a double kind, A 

 Incher own labyrinth ſhe lives confin'd, 

To foreign lands no found of her is come, 

Humbly content to be deſpis'd at home. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


each is her faith, where good cannot be had, 
At leaſl ſhe leaves the retuſe of the bad: 


Nice in her choice of ill, though not ot beſt, 


And leaſt deform'd, becauſe reform'd the leaſt. 


In doubtful points betwixt her diff ring friends, 


Where one for ſubſlance, one for ſign contends, 


Their contradicting terms ſhe ſtrives to join; 


{Sign ſhall be ſubſtance, ſubſtance ſhall be ſisn. 


A real preſence all her ſons allow, 
And yet tis flat idolatry to bow, 


Jer novices are taught, that bread and wine 
re but the viſible and outward fign, 
Receiv'd by thoſe who in communion join. 
But th' inward grace, or the thing ſignify'd, 
His blood and body, who to fave us dy'd; 
e faithful this thing fignify'd receive: 

ist thoſe faithful then partake or leave? 
or what is {ignify'd and underſtood, 
$, by her own conſeſſion, fleſh and blood. 
Then, by the fame acknowledgment, we know, 
They take the ſign, and take the ſuſbſtance too 


he lit'ral ſenſe is hard to flcſh and blood, 


ut nonſenſe never can be underſtood. 
Her wild belief on every wave is toſt; 
ut ſure no church can better morals boaſt. 
rue to her king her principles are found; 
dh that her practice were but half ſo ſound ! 
tedfaſt in various turns of ſtate ſhe ſtood, 
d ſcal'd het vou d aſſe ction with ker blocd : 


Becauſe the Goud-head's there they know not how. 


5 
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Nor will I meanly tax her conſtancy, | 
That int'reſt or obligement made the tye, 
Bound to the fate of murder'd monarchy. 
(Before the ſounding ax ſo falls the vine, 
Whoſe tender branches round the poplar twine) 
She choſe her ruin, and reſign'd her life, | 
In death undaunted as an Indian wife : 
A rare example! but ſome ſouls we ſee | 
Grow hard, and ſtiffen with adverſity: 
Yet theſe by fortune's favours are undone; E 
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Reſolv'd into a baſer form they run, 
And bore the wind, but cannot bear the ſun, 
Let this be nature's frailty, or her fate, | 
Or ® Ifgrim's counſel, her new-choſen mate; 
Still he's the faireſt of the fallen crew, 
No mother more indulgent but the true. 
Fierce to her foes, yet fears her force to try, 
Becauſe ſhe wants innate authority; 
For how can ſhe conſtrain them to obey, 
Who has herſelf caſt off the lawful ſway ? 
Rebellion equals all, and thoſe, who toil 
In common theft, will ſhare the common ſpoil. 
Let her produce the title and the right 
Againſt her old ſuperiors firſt to fight ; 
If ſhe reform by text, een that's as plain 
For her own rebels to reform again. 
As long as words a diff rent ſenſe will bear, 
And each may be his own interpreter, 
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Our airy faith will no foundation find : 
The word's a wcathercock for ev'ry wind: 
The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf, by turns prevail; 
The moſt in pow'r ſupplies the preſent gale. 
The wretched Panther cries aloud for aid 
To church and councils, whom ſhe firſt betray'd; 
No help from fathers or tradition's train : 
Thoſe ancient guides ſhe taught us to diſdain, 
And by that ſcripture, which ſhe once abus'd 


Io reformation, ſtands herſelf accus d. 


What bills for breach of laws can ſhe prefer, 
Expounding which ſhe owns herſelf may err; 
And, after all her winding ways are try'd, 

If doubts ariſe, ſhe lips herſelf aſide, 
And leaves the private conſcience for the guide. 
If then that conſcience ſet th' offender free, 
It bars her claim to church authority. 

How can ſhe cenſure, or what crime pretend? 
But Scripture may be conſtru'd to defend. 
E'en thoſe, whom for rebellion ſhe tranſmits 
To civil pow'r, her doctrine firſt acquits ; 
Becauſe no diſobedience can enſue, 


. Where no ſubmiſſion to a judge is due; 
Each judging for himſelf by her conſent, 


Whom thus abſolv'd ſhe ſends to puniſhment. 

Suppoſe the magiſtrate revenge her cauſe, 

"Tis only for tranſgrefſing human laws. 

How anſw'ring to its end a church is made, 

Whoſe pow'r is but to counſel and perſuade ? 
Vor. II. C 
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O ſolid rock, on which ſecure ſhe ſands! 
Eternal houſe not built with mortal hands ! 
O ſure defence againſt th' infernal gate, 
A patent during pleaſure of the ſtate! | 
Ius is the Panther neither lov'd no fear'd, 
A meer mock queen of a divided herd; 


Whom ſoon by lawful pow'r ſhe might controul, 


Herſelf a part ſubmitted to the whole. 

Then, as the moon who firſt receives the light 
By which ſhe makes our nether regions bright, 
So might the ſhine, reflecting from afar 
The rays ſhe borrow'd from a better ſtar; 


Pig with the Beams, which from her mother flow, 


And re:;ning o'cr the riſing tides below: 

Now, mixing with a ſavage crowd, ſhe goes, 

And meanly flatters her invet'rate foes. 

Rul'd while ſhe rules, and loſing ev'ry hour 

Her wretched remnants of precarious pow'r. 
One cv'ning, while the cooler ſhade ſhe ſought, 

R-volving n:any a melancholy thought, 

Alone ſic walk'd, and look'd around in vain, 

With rucful viſage, for her vaniſh'd train: 

None of her ſylvan ſuljets made their court; 

Levces and Levecs paſs without reſort. 

So hardly can vſurpcrs manage well 

Thoſe whom they firſt inſtructed to rebel. 

More liherty begets defire of more: 

The hunger Bill incrcaſes with the Nore, 
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Without reſpect they bruſh'd along the wood 
Each in his clan, and. fill'd with loathſome food, 5 
Alk d no permiſſion to the neighb' ring flood. 
The Panther, full of inward ditcontent, 
Siace they would go, before em wiſely went; 
Supplying want of pow'r by drinking firſt, 
As if ſhe gave em lcave to quench their thirſt, 
Among the reſt, the Hind, with fearſul face, 
Zeheld from far the common wat'riag place, 
Nor durſt approach; ttill with an awful roar 
The ſov'reign lion bad her fear no more. 
Encoutag'd thus ſhe brought her younglings nigh, 
Watching the motions of her patron's eye, 
And drauk a ſober draught; the reſt amaz'd 
Stood mutely till, and on the ſtranger gaz d; 
\ Survey'd her part by part, and ſought to find JJ 
The ten horn'd monſter in the harmleſs Hind, 5 
Such as the Wolf and Panther had deſign'd. 
They thought at firſt they dream d; for 'twas offence 
With them, to queſtion certitude of ſenſe, 
Their guide in faith; but nearer when they drew, Y 
And had the faulilfs object full in view, 5 
Lord, how they all admir'd her heav'nly hue! 

Some who before her fellowſhip diſdain d, 
| Scarce, and but ſcarce, from inborn rage reſtrain'd, 
Now friſk'd about her, and old kindred feign'd. 5 
We her for love or int'reſt, every ſect 
Ot all the ſavage nation ſhew d reſpect. 
be vice roy Panther could not awe the herd; 
| The more tue con p-ny, the lefs they ſcar d. 
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The ſurly wolf with ſecret envy burſt, 

Jet could not howl; The Hind had ſeen him firſt: $ 
But what he durſt not ſpeak, the Panther durſt. 

For when the herd, ſuffic'd, did late repair 
To ferny heaths, and to their fe reeſt lare, 
She made a mannerly excuſe to ſtay, 

Proff ring the Hind to wait her half the way: 
+ That, ſince the ſky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. | 
With much good-will the motion was embrac'd, 
To chat a while on their adventures paſs d: | 


Nor had the graceful Hind fo ſoon forgot | | 
Her friend and fellow-ſuff*rer in the plot. I 
Yet wond'ring how of late ſhe grew eſtrang'd, s 
Her forchead cloudy, and her count'nance chang'd, \ 
She thought this hour th' occaſion would preſent F 
To learn her ſecret cauſe of diſcontent, | E 

| Which, well ſhe hop'd, might be with caſeredreſs'd,)} 4 
 Conſia'ring her 2 well-bred civil beaſt, I: 
And more a gentlewoman than the reſt. | A 
After ſome common talk what rumours ran, y 
The lady of the ſpotted muff began. WL 
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Of hounds, and death, drew nearer ev'ry hour. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 25 


THE 
SECOND PART. 


T Yare, ſaid the Panther, times are mended well, 
Since late among the Philiitines you fell. 

The toil; were pitch'd, a ſpacious track of ground 

With expert huntſmen was encompaſs'd round; 

Th' incloſure narrow'd; the ſagacious pow'r 


Tis true, the younger Lion *ſcap'd the ſnare, 

But all your prieſtly calves lay ſtruggling there; 

As ſacrifices on their altars laid ; 

While you their careſul mother wiſtly fled, 5 

Not truſting deſtiny to ſive your head. 

For whate' er promiſes you have applu'd 

To your unfailing church, the ſurer fide =. © 

Is four fair legs in danger to provide. 

And whate'er tales of Peter's chair you tell, 

Yet, ſaving rev'rence of the miracle, 

The better luck was yours to ſcape fo well. | 
As I remember, ſaid the ſober Hind, 

"Thoſe toils were for your own dear ſelf deſign'd, 

As well as me; and with the ſelf-ſame throw, * 

To catch the quarry and the vermin too, 

(Forgive the ſland'rous tongues that call'd you fo.) 

Howc'er you take it now, the common cry 

Then ran you down for your rank loyalty, 
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Beſides, in Popery they thought you nurſt, 

(As evil tongues will ever ſpeak the worſt) 
Becauſe ſome forms, and ceremonies ſome 

You kept, and ſtood in the main queſtion dumb. 


Dumb you were born indeed, but thinking long 
The Teſt it ſeems at laſt has loos'd your tongue. 
And to explain what your forefathers meant, 
By real preſence in the ſacrament, 
(After long fencing puſh'd againſt a wall) 
Your ſalvo comes, that he's not there at all: 
There chang'd your faith, and what may change 
may fall. 

Who can believe, what varies ev ry top, 
Nor ever was, nor wili be at a ſtay? 

Tortures may force the tongue untruths to tell, 
And I ne'er own'd myſelf infallible, 
Reply'd the Panther: grant ſuch preſence were, 
Yet in your ſenſe I never own'd it there. 
A real virtue we by faith receive, 
And that we in the facrament believe. 
Then faid the Hind, as you the matter ſtate, 
Not only Jeſuits can equivocate; 
For real, as you now the word expound, 
From ſolid ſubſtance dwindles to a found. 
Methinks an Xſop's fable you repeat; 
You know who took the ſhadow for the meat : 
Your church's ſubſtance thus you change at ill, 
And yet retain your former figure ſtill. 
I freely grant you ſpoke to fave your life; 
For thcn you lay bencath the butcher's knife, 
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Long time you fought, redoubl'd batt'ry bore, 
But, aſter all, againſt yourſelf you ſwore; 
Your former ſelf: for ev'ry hour your form 
Fs chop d and chang'd, like winds before a ſtorm, 
Thus fcar and int'reſt will prevail with ſome; 
For ail have not the gift of martyrdom. 

The Panther gtin'd at this, and thus reply'd : 
That men may err was never yet deny d. 
But, if that common principle be true, 
The canon, dame, is levell'd full at you. 
But, ſhunning long diſputes, I fain would ſee 
That wondrous wight infallibility. 
he from heav'n, this mighty champion, come; 
Or lode'd below in ſubterrancan Rome ? 
Firſt, at him ſomewhere, and derive his race, 
Or elſe conclude that nothing has no place 

Suppoſe (though I difown it) ſaid the Hind, 
The certain mantion were not yct affizn'd : 
The doubtful reſidence no proof can bring 
Againſt the plain exiſtence of the thing. 
Becauſe philoſophers may diſagree, 
If fight b'emiſſion or reception be, 
Shall it be thence inferr'd 1 do not ſee? 
But you require an anſwer poſitive, 
Which yet, when I demand, you dare not give; 
For fallacies in univerſals live. 
I then affirm that this unfalling guide 
In pope and gen'ral councils muſt reſide; 
Both lawful, both combin'd : what one decrees 
By num'rous votes, the other ratifies: 


On this undoubted ſenſe the church relies. 
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"Tis true, ſome doctors in a ſcantier ſpace, 

I mean, in each apart, contract the place. 
Some, who to greater length extend the line, 
The churches aſter-acczptation join, 

This laſt circumference :ppeirs tuo wide 
The church diffus d is by the council ty'd; 

As members, by their repreſentatives 

Obliz'd to laws, which prince and {nate gires. 


Thus ſome contract, and ſome enlarge the ipace: 1 


In pope 2nd council who denies the place, 


Aſſiſted from abore with God's unfailing grace? | 


"Thoſe canons all the needful points contain; 
Their ſenſe ſo obvious, and their words fo plain, 
That no diſputcs about the doubtiul text 

lave hitherto the lab'ting wor. perplex'd. 


f any thou! in after-times appear, | 
New councils mult be call'd, to make the near 
clear: | 


Becauſe in them the pow'r ſupreme reſides; 
And all the promiſes re to the guides. 

This way be taught with found and ſaſe deſence: 
But mark how tandy is your own pictence, 
Who, ſetting councils, pope and church aſide, 
Are ev'ry man his own preſuming guide. 

The ſacred books, you ſay, are full and plain, 
And ev'ry n-edful point of truth contain: 
All, who can read, interpreters may be: 
Thus, though your ſev'ral churches Ciſogree, 
Yet ev'ry faint has to himſelf alone 

T be ſecret of this philoſophic ſtone. 
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| Theſe principles your jarring ſets unite, 


When diff ring doctors and diſciples fight. 

Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy chiefs, 
Have made a battle royal of beliefs; 

Or like wild horſes ſev ral ways have whirl'd 

The tortur'd text about the Chriſtian world; 

Each Jchu laſhing on with furious force, 

That Turk or Jew could not have us'd it worſe; 

No matter what diſſenſion leaders make, 

Where ev'ry piivate man may fave a ſtake : 

Rul'd by the Scripture and his own advice, 

Each has a blind by-path to paradiſe; 

Where driving in a circle flow or faſt, 

Oppoling ſects are ſure to mect at laſt. 

A wond'rous charity you have in ſtore ; 
For all reform'd to paſs the narrow door : þ 
So much, that Mahomet had ſcarcely more. 

For he, kind prophet, was for damning none; 

But Chriſt and Moſes were to fave their own : 


| Himſelf was to ſecure his choſen race, 
Tho reaſon good for Turks to take the place, 


And he allow'd to be the bctter man. 
la virtue of his holier Alcoran. 

True, ſaid the Panther, I ſhall ne'er deny 
My brethren may be ſav'd as well as I: 
Tho' Huguenots condemn our ordination, 
Succeſſion, miniſterial vocation; | 
And Luther, more miſtaking what he 1 
Misjoins the ſacred body with the bread: 
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Yet, Lady, ſtill remember, 1 maintain, 
The word in necdful points is only plain, 

Needleſs, or needful, I not now contend, 

For ſtil! you have a loop-hole for a friend; 
(Rejoin'd the matron :) but the rule you lay | 
Has led whole flocks, and leads them till aſtray, 
In weighty points, and full damnation's way. 
For did not Arius firſt, Socinus now, 

The Son's eternal God-head diſavow ? 

And did not theſe by goſpel texts alone 
Condemn our dottrine, and maintain their own? 
Have not all heretics the fame pretence 

To plead the Scriptures in their own defence? 
How did the Nicene Council then decide 

That ſtrong debate? was it by ſcripture try'd ? 
No, ſure; to that the iebel would not yield; 
Squadrons of texts he mat ſhal'd in the ficld : 
That was but civil war, an equal ſt, 

Where piles with piles, and cagles eagles met. 
With texts point-blank and plain he fac'd the foe; 
And did not Satan tempt our Saviour ſo? 

The good old biſhops took a ſimpler way; 

Each aſk'd but what he heard his father fay, 
Or how he was inſtructed in his youth, 

And by tradition's force upheld the truth. 

The Panther ſmil'd at this; And when, ſaid ſhe, & 
Were thoſe firſt councils diſallow'd by me? 
Or where did I at ſure tradition ſtrike, 
Provided till it were apoſtolic ? 
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Friend, faid the Hind, you quit your former ground, 
Where all your faith you did on 5cripture found: | 
Now 'tis tradition join'd with holy writ; | 

But thus your memory betrays your wit. 


No, faid the Panther; for in that I view, 
When your tradition's forg'd, and when tis true. 
I ſet em by the rule, and, as they ſquare, 
Or deviate from undoubted doctrine there, 
This oral fiction, that old faith declare. 
(Hind). The council ſteer'd, it ſeems, a diff*rent courſe; 
They try d the Scripture by tradition's force: 
But you tradition by tbc Scripture try; 5 
Purſu'd by ſects, from this to that you fly, 
Nor dare on one foundation to rely. | 5 
The word is then depos d, and in this view, 
You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture you. 
Thus faid the dame, and, ſmiling, thus purſu'd 
ke, tradition then is difallow'd, 
When not evinc'd by Scripture to be true, 
ad Scripture, as interpicted by you. ; 
But here you tread upon unfaithful ground; 
'aleſs you could infallibly expound : 
Which you reject as odious Popery, 
And throw that doctrine back with ſcorn on me. 
zuppoſe we on things traditive divide, 
and both appeal co Scripture to decide; 
rarious texts we both uphold our claim, 
a, often, ground our titles on the ſame: 
long labour loſt, and time's expence, 
wm grant the words, and quarrel for the ſeaſc. 
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Thus all diſputes for ever muſt depend; 

For no dumb rule can controverſies end. 
Thus, when you ſaid, tradition muſt be try'd 

Buy facred writ, whoſe ſenſe yourſelves decide, 
You ſaid no more, but that yourſelves muſt be 
The judges of the Scripture ſenſe, not we. 
Againſt our church tradition you declare, 

And yet your clerks wou'd fit in Moſes' chair: 
At leaſt tis prov'd againſt your argument, 

The rule is far from plain, where all diſſent. 

If not by Scriptures, how can we be ſure 
(Reply'd the Panther) what tradition's pure ? 
For you may palm upon us new for old: 
All, as they fay. that glitters is not gold. 

How but by following her, reply'd the dame, 
To whom deriv'd from fire to ſon they came; 
Where ev'ry age does on another move, 

And truſts no farther than the next above; 
Where all the rounds like Jacob's ladder riſe, 
The loweſt hid in earth, the topmoſt in the ſkies. 

Sternly the ſavage did her anſwer mark, 
Her glowing eye- balls glitt'ring in the dark, 

And faid but this: Since lucre was your trade, 
Succeeding times ſuch dreadful gapes have made, 
"Tis dangerous climbing; to your ſons and you 
I leave the ladder, and its omen too. 
(Hind.) Ihe Panther's breath was ever fam'd for ſw 
But from the Wolf tuch uiſbes aft I meet: 
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You lcarn'd this language from the * blatant beaſt, 

Or rather did not ſpeak, but were poſſcſs'd. | 

As for your anſwer tis but barely urg'd : 

You muſt evince tradition to be forg'd ; 

Produce plain proofs; unblemiſh'd authors uſe 

As ancient as thoſe ages they accuſe; | 

Till when tis not ſufficient to defame : 

An old poſſeſſion ſtands, *till elder quits the claim, 

Then for our int'reſt, which is nam'd alone 

To load with envy, we retort your own. 

For when traditions in your faces fly, 

Reſolving not to yield, you muſt decry. 

As when the cauſe goes hard, the guilty man 

Excepts, and thins his jury all he can; 

So when you ſtand of other aid bereft, 

You to the twelve apoſtles would be left. 

| Your friend the Wolf did with more craft provide 

To ſet thoſe toys traditions quite aſide; 

And fathers too, unleſs when, reaſon ſpent, 

He cites em but ſometimes for ornament. | 

But, madam Panther, you, though more ſincere, 

Are not ſo wiſe as your adulterer : | 

The private ſpirit is a better blind, 

| Than all the dodging tricks your authors find. 

| For they, who left the Scripture to the crowd, 
Each for his own peculiar judge allow'd; 5 

The way to pleaſe em was to make em proud. 
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Thus, with full fails, they ran upon the ſhelf; 
Who could ſuſpect a coz'nage from himſelf? 

On his own reaſon ſafer tis to ſtand, 

Than be deceiv'd and damn'd at ſecond-hand, 
Eut you, who fathers and traditions take, 

And garble ſome, and ſome you quite forſake, 
Pretendirg church authority to fix, | 
And yet ſome grains of private ſpirit mix, 

Are like a mule made up of diff'ring ſced, 
And that's the reaſon why you never breed; 

At leaſt not propagate your kind abroad, 

For home diſſenters are by ſtatutes aw'd. 

And yet they grow upon you ev'ry day, | 
While you (to ſpeak the beſt) are at a ſay, 
For ſects, that are extremes, abhor a middle way. 
Like tricks of ſtate, to ſtop a raging flood, 

Or mollify a mad-brain'd ſenate's mood: 

Of all exredients never one was good. 

Well may they argue (nor can you deny) 

if we muſt fz on church authority, 

Beſt on the beſt, the fountain, not the flood; 
That muft be better ſtill, if this be good. 

Shall ſhe command, who has herſelf rebell'd ? 

is Antichriſt by Antichriſt expell'd ? 

Did wc a lauſul tyranny diſplace, 

To ſct aloft a baſtard of the race? | 
Why all theſe wars to win the book, If ue 

Muſt not interpret for ourſelves, but ſhe ? 

Either be wholly ſlaves, cr wholly free. 


r 
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For purging fires traditions muſt not fight; 
But they mutt prove chiſcopacy's right. 
Thus thoſe led horſes are from ſervice freed; 


Jou never mount 'em but in time of need. 


Like mercenaries, hir d for home defence, 


| They will not ſerve againſt their native prince. 


Againſt domeſtic foes of Hiccarchy 

Theſe are drawn forth, to make fanatics fly; 
But, when they ſee their countrymen at hand, 
Marching againſt 'em nnder church command, 5 | 


Straight they perceire their colour, and d:!{hand. 


Thus ſhe, nor could the Panther well enlarze 
With weak defence agaiait ſo ſtrong a charge; 
But ſaid : For what did Chritt his word provide, 
If till his church muſt want a living guide? 
And if all ſaving doctrines are not there, 

Or ſacred pen-men could not make em clear, 


From after ages we ſhould hope in »:in 
For truths, which men infpir'd cou'd not explaiu, 


Before the word was written, ſaid the Bind, 
Our Saviour preach'd his faith to human Kind : 


From his apoſtles the firſt age receiv d 


Eternal truth, and what they taught belier d. 
Thus by tradition faith was planted firſt; 
Succeeding flocks ſucceeding paſtors nurs'd. 
This was the way our wiſe Redeemer choſe, 
(Who ſure could all things for the beſt diſpoſe) 
To fence his fold from their encroaching foes. 


He could have writ himſelf, but well foreſaw 


Th' event would be like that of Moſes law; 
D 2 | 
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Some diff*rence wou'd ariſe, ſome doubts remain, 
Like thoſe, which yet the jarring Jews maintain. 
No written laws can be io plain, ſo pure, 

But wit may gloſs, and malice may obſcure; 

Not thoſe indited by his firil command, 

A prophet grar'd the text, an angel held his hand. 
Thus faith was ere the written word appear'd, 


And men belicv'd, not what they read, but heard. 


But ſince th' apoſtles could not be confin'd 
To theſe, or thoſe, but ſev'rally defign'd 
Their large commiſſion round the world to blow; 
To ſpread their faith, they ſpread their labours too. 
Yet (till their abſent flock their pains did ſhare; 
They hearken'd ſtill, for love produces care. 
And as miſtakes aroſe, or diſcord fell, 
Or bold ſeducers taught em to rebel, 
As charity grew cold, or faction hot, 
Or long neglect their leſſons had forgot, 
For all their ways they wiſely did provide, 
And preaching by epiſtles was ſupply d: 
So great phyſicians cannot all attend, 
But ſome they viſit, and to ſome they ſend, 
Yet all thoſe letters were not writ to all; 
Nor firſt intended but occaſional, 
Their abſent ſermons; nor if they contain 
All ncedful doctrines, are thoſe doctrines plain. 
Clearneſs by frequent preaching muſt be wrought; 
They writ but ſeldom, but they daily taught. 
And what one faint has ſaid of holy Paul, 
He darkly writ, is true apply'd to all. 


for 
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For this obſcurity could Heav'n provide 
More prudently than by a living guide, 
As doubts aroſe, the diff rence to decide? 
A guide was therefore needful, thereſore made; 
And, if appointed, ſure to be obey d. 
Thus, with due rev rence to th'apoſtles writ, 
By which my ſons are taught, to which ſubmit; 
I thiak, thoſe truths, their ſacred works contain, 
The church alone can certainly explain; 
| That following ages, leaning on the paſt, 
May reſt upon the primitive at laſt. 
Nor wou'd [ thence the word no rule infer, 
But none without the church-interpreter. 
þ Becauſe, as I have urg'd before, tis mute, 
And is itſelf the ſubject of diſpute, 
For what th apoſtles their ſucceſſors taught, 
They to the next, from them to us is brought, 
Ti undoubted ſenſe wiitch is in Scripture ſought. 
From hence the church is arm'd, when errors riſe, 
To ſtop their entrance, and prevent ſurpriſe; 
And, fafe entrench'd within, her foes without 
| defics. | 
By theſe all feſt'ring ſores her councils heal, 
Which time or has diſclos'd, or ſhall reveal; 
For diſcord cannot end without a laſt appcal. 
Nor can a council national decide, 
But with ſubordination to her guide: 
(I with the cauſe were on that iſſue try'd.) 
Much leſs the Scripture; for ſappoſe debate 
ktwixt pretenders to a fair eſtate, 
D 3 
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Bequeath'd by ſome legators laſt intent; 

(Such is our dying Saviour's teſtament :) 

The will is prov'd, is open d, and is read; 

The doubtful heirs their diff ring titles plead : 
All vouch the words their int'reſt to maintain, 
And each pretends by thoſe his cauſe is plain. 
Shall then the teſtament award the right ? 

No, that's the Hungary for which they fight; 
The field of battle, ſubject of debate; 

The thing contended for, the fair eſtate. 

The ſenſe is intricate, tis only clear 

What vowels and what conſonants are there. 
Therefore tis plain, its meaning muſt be try'd. 
Before ſome judge appointed to decide. 

Suppoſe (the fair apoſtate ſaid) I grant, 
The faithful flock ſome living guide ſhould want, 


Produce this vaunted leader to our view, 
This mighty Moſes of the choſen crew. 

The dame, who ſaw her fainting foe retir'd, 
With force renew'd, to victory aſpir d; 


Your arguments an endleſs chace purſue : | ö 


As once our Saviour own'd his Deity, 
Pronounc'd his words She whom ye ſeck am J. 
Nor leſs amaz d this voice the Panther heard, 
Than were thoſe Jews to hear a God declar'd. 
Then thus the matron modeſtly renew'd : 

Let all your prophets and their ſes be view d, 
And ſee to which of era yourſelves think fit 
The conduct of your conſcience to ſubmit ; 


And, looking upward to her kindred ſky, | | 
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lach proſelyte would vote his doctor beſt, 
With abſolute excluſion to the reſt : 

| Thus would your Poliſh diet diſagree, 
And end as it began in anarchy : 

Yourſelf the faireſt for election ſtand, 
tecauſe you ſeem crown-gen'ral of the land: 
Bat ſoon againſt your ſuperſtitious lawn 
Some Preſbyterian ſabre would be drawn : 
in your eſtabliſh'd laws of for'reignty 

The reſt ſome fundamental flaw would ſee, 
And call tebellion goſpel-liberty. 

Tochurch decrees your articles require 

| Submiſſion mollify'd, if not entire. 
Homage deny'd, to cenſures you proceed : 
But when Curtana will not do the deed, 


_ & You lay that pointleſs clergy-weapon by, 


And to the laws, your ſword of juſtice, fly. 
Now this your ſects the more unkindly take 
(Thoſe prying varlets hit the blots you make) 
Becauſe ſome ancicnt friends of yours declare, 
Your only rule of faith the Scriptures are, 

| Interpreted by men of judgment ſound, 
Which every ſect will for themſclves expound ; 
Nor think leſs rev'rence to their doctors due 
For found interpretation, than to you. | 
If then, by able heads, are underſtood 

You brother prophets, who reform'd abroad ; 
Thoſe able heads expound a wiſer way, 


That their own ſheep their ſhepherd ſhould obey, 
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| 

But if vou mean yourſelves are only found, 
That doctrine turns the reformation round, 
And all the reſt are falſe reformers found; 3 
Becauſe in ſundry points you ſtand alone, 
Not in communion joia'd with any one; | 

And therefore muſt be all the church or none. | 
Then, *till you have agreed whoſe judge is beſt, 
Aguinſt this forc'd fubmiſſion they proteſt: 
While frurd and found a ditt'rent tonic explains, 
Both play at hard-he:d 'till they break their draimz; 
And trom their chairs each other's force defy, 
While unregarded thunders vain!ly fly. 
I paſs the reſt, becauſe your church alone, 
Of wil uſurpers belt could fill the tincne. 
- But neither vou, nor any ſet le ſ.de, 
For th's high office can be qualiſy'd, 
With necc (tory gifts tequir'd in weh a guide. 
For that, uhich mutt direct the whole, muit be 
Found in cnc bond of faith and unity; 
But all your f:r'ral churches difazree. - 


The fe tantiorig church and pricit 

Reſuſe communion to the Culviniti ; | 

The French reform'd from preaching you reſtain, 
Becauſe you judge their ordination vain : — 
And ſo they judge of yours, but donors mult or- } 
In ſhort, in doctrine, or in diſcipline, 

Not one reform'd can with another join: 

But all from each, as from damnatior, fly; 

No union they pretend, but in Nez-7 pry 7 
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Nor, ſhould their members in a ſynod meet, 
Could any church preſume to mount the ſeat, 
Above the reſt, their diſcords to decide; 

None would obey, but each would be the guide: 
And face to face diſſenſions would increaſe ; 
For only diſtance now preſerves the peace. 
All in their turns accuſers, and accus d: 

Babel was never half ſo much confus'd : 

What one can plead, the reſt can plcad as well; 
For amongſt equals lies no laſt appeal, 

And all confeſs themſelves are fallible. 

Now fince you grant ſome neceſſary guide, 

All who can err are juſtly laid aſide: 

Becauſe a truſt fo ſacred to confer 

thews want of ſuch a ſure interpreter; 

And how can he be necdful who can err? 
Then granting that unerring guide we want, 
That ſuch there is you ſtand oblig'd to grant: 
Our ſaviour elſe were wanting to ſupply 

Our needs, and obviate that neceſſity. 

It then remains that church can only be 


8 
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The guide, which owns unfailing certainty ; 


as 


Or elſe you flip your hold, and change your fide, 


Relapſing from a neceſſary guide. 

but this annex'd condition of the crown, 

Immunity from errors you diſoun; [down. 
Here then you ſhrink, and lay your weak pretenſions 
For petty royalties you raiſe debate; 

ut this unfailing univerſal ſtate 

You ſhun; nor dare ſucceed to ſuch a glorious weight; 


; 
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Ard for that cauſe thoſe promiſes deteſt, Ecr 1 
With which our Saviour did his church inveſt; 10 i 
But ftcive t'evade, and fear to find them true, With 
As conſcious they were never meant to you? ith 
All which the mather-church aſlerts her own, v ( 
Ard with unnivall'd claim aſcends the throne, 

So when of old th' Almighty father fate t f 
In council, to redeem our ruin'd ſtate, i 
Millions of millions, at a diſtance round, c 
Silent the ſacred conſiſtory crow u'd, pound: un 


To hear what mercy, mixt with juſtice, could pro- JÞs on 
All prompt, with eager pity, to fulf:l 


The full extent of then Creator's will. hei 
But u hen the ſtern conditions were declat'd, ill u 
A mournful uhiſper thro? the hoſt was heard, e ſte 


And the holt hi'rarchby, with heads hang down, 
Submiiſively declin'd the pond'rous proficr'd crown, find v 
Then, not till then, th' eternal fon ſrom high lik 


Rofe in the ſtrenath of all the Deity; id x; 
Stood forth t accept the terms, and underwent JÞ fu 
A weight, which all the frame of heaven had bent, 

Nor he himſelf could bear, but as omnipotent. u co 


Now to remove the leaf? remaining doubt, 

That ev'n the blear-ev'd ſects may find her out. 
Behold what heavenly ravs adorn her brows, Ind pu 
What from his wardrobe her belov'd allows 
To deck the uedding- day of his unſpotted ſpouſe. ey fi 
Behold what marks of majcſty ſhe brings; nſe 
Richer than ancient keirs of eaſtern kings: 
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r right hand ho'ds the ſceptre and the keys, 
Jo thew whom (he commands, and who obeys. 
With theſe to bind, or fect the ſinner free, 
ith that t'aſſert ſpiritual royalty. 
| * One in herſelf, not rent by ſchiſm, but found, 
ntire, one fulid ſhining diamond; | 
t ſparkies ſhatter'd into ſects like you: 
is the church, and muſt be, to be true: 
central principal of unity, 
undivided, fo from errors free, 
one in faith, ſo one in ſanctity, 
us ſhe, and none but ſhe, th' inſuiting rage 
{ heretics oppos d from age to age: 
ll when the giant-brood invades her throne, 
ſtoops from hatten, and meets em halt way 
wn, down, 1 
dun. Bod with paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 
1 like Xgyptian ſurceiers you ſtand, 
id rainly lift aloſt your magic wand, 
t ſweep away the ſwarms of vermin from the 
; had: 
could like them, with like infernal force, 
duce the plague, but not arreſt the courſe. 
I when the boils and blotches, with diſgrace 
d public ſcandal, fat upon the ſace, 
iemfelves attack d: the Tlagi ſtrove no more, 
uſe. Fey faw God's ſinger, and their fate deplore ; 
iemſelves they could not cure of the diſhoneſt ſore. 
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Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely ſpread, 
Like the fair ocean from her mother- bed; 
Fiom Eaft to Weſt triumphantly ſhe rides, 
All ſhores are water'd by her wealthy tides. 
The goſpel-ſound, diffus'd from pole to pole, 
Where winds can carry, and where waves can roll, 
The ſelf- ſame doctrine of the ſacred page 
Convey'd to ev'ry clime, in ev'ry age. 
| Here let my ſorrow give my ſatire place, 

To raiſe new bluſhes on my Britiſh race; 
Our failing ſhips like common ſew'rs we uſe, 
And thro' our diſtant colonies diffuſe | 
The draught of dungeons, and the ſtench of ſtews. 
Whom, when their home-bred honeſty is loſt, 
We diſembogue on ſome far Indian coaſt : 
Thieves, pandars, * paillards, fins of every ſort; 


Thoſe are the manufactures we export: 
And theſe the miſſioners our zeal has made: 
For with my country's pardon be it faid, 
Rcligion is the leaſt of all our trade. 

Yet ſome improve their traffic more than we; 
For they on gain, their only God, rely, 
And ſet a public price on piety. 
Induſtrious of the needle and the chart, 
They run full fail to their Japonian mart ; 


A French word bv laſci vioas _ 
whore-maſters. 
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prevention fear, and, prodigal of fame, 
| Sell all of Chriſtian to the very name; 5 
Nor leave enough of that, to hide their naked ſhame. 

Thus, of three marks, which in the creed we view, 

Not one of all can be apply d to you: 

ll, Much leſs the fourth; in vain, alas! you ſeek 

Th' ambitious title of apoſtolic : | 

God-like deſcent! tis well your blood can be 

Prov'd noble, in the third or fourth degree: 

For all of ancient that you had before, 5 


mean what is not borrow'd from our ſtore) 
Was error fulminated o'er and o'er; 
old hereſfies condemn'd in ages paſt, 
By care and time recover'd from the blaſt. 
| Tis faid with eaſe, but never can be prov'd, 
| The church her old foundations has remov'd, 
And built new doctrines on unſtable ſands : —- 
Judge that, ye winds and rains; you prov'd her, yet 
| the ſtand-, 
Thoſe ancient doctrines charg'd on her for new, 
* [| Shew, when, and how, and from what hands they 
grew. | 
We claim no pow'r, when hereſies grow bold, 
To coin new faith, but ſtill declare the old. 
How elſe cou'd that obſcene diſeaſe be purg'd, 
Wen controvertcd texts are vainly urg'd ? 
To prove tradition new, there's ſomewhat more 
q Rcquir'd, then ſaying, twas not us'd before. 
Thoſe monumental arms are never ſtir'd, 
Till ſchiſm or hereſy call down Goliah's ſword. 
Vor. II. = 
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T 
Thus, what you call corr + 6: ut R 
The firſt plantations of tbe /:; 3; 11 
L 


Old ſtandard faith: but caſl o - gain, 
And view thoſe errors which nc .. nmaiptain, / 
Or v-hich of old diſturb'd the ciuch's —_—_ As 


reign ; G 

And we can point each period of the time, Fro 
When they began, and who begot the crime; Th 
Can calculate how long th' eclipic endur'd, | | See 
Who interpos'd, what digits were obſcur'd : Wi 
Of all, which are already paſs'd au ay, Sti 
We know the riſe, the progreſs, and decay. No 
' Deſpair at our foundations then to ſtrike, N 
"Till you can prove your faith apoſtolic; | W. 
A limpid ſtream drawn from the native ſource; «Ar 
Succeſſion lawful in a lineal courſe, | Th 
Prove any church oppos'd to this our head, To 
So one, ſo pure, ſo unconfin'dly ſpread, Tt 


_ Under one chief of the ſpiritual ſtate, 
Ihe members all combin'd, and all ſubordinate. A 
Shew ſuch a ſcamleſs coat, from ſchiſm ſo free, Sh 
In no communion join'd with kereſy. T 
If ſuch a one you find, let truth prevail: A 
Pill then your weights will in the balance fail: 
A church unprincipled kicks up the ſcal.. 
But if you cannot think (nor ſure you can 5 
Suppoic in God what were unjuſt in man) « 
That he, the fountain of eternal grace, | 
Should ſuffer falſhood, for ſo long a ſpace, 
To baniſu truth, and to uſurp her place; 


— YC 


| See how his church, adorn d with ev'ry grace, 5 
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re ages ſhould be loſt, 
a canation at their proper coſt; 


1 

17 

& y erring anceſtors ſhould die, 
L 


„ © a'abyſs of deer idalatry: 
If pi id foch thovy..ty to rife, 
Ava, ant o -n year unwilling eyes: | 
Gd haiu lef. nothing for each age undone, 
From «iis to that wherein he ſent his ton: (don: ; 
Then think but well of him, and halt your work is 


With open arms, a kind forgiring face, 
dt inds ready to prevent her long- lolt oa's embrace. 
Not more did joſeph o'er his brethren weep, 
Nor cf himſelf cou'd from diſcov'ry keep, 
Waen in the crowd of ſuppliants they were ſeen, 
And in their crew his beſt-beloved Benjamin. 
That piou Joteph in the church behold, | 
To feed your famine, and refuſc your gold, “ 
The Joſeph you exil'd, the Joſph whom you fold. ) 
Thus, while with heav'nly charity ſhe ſpoke, 
A ſtreaming blaze the filent ſhadows broke; 
Shot from the ſkies; a chearful azure light: 
The birds obſcene to foreſts wing'd their flizht, 
And gaping graves receiv'd the wand'ring guilty 
ſprights | 
Such were the pleaſing triumphs of the ſky, 
For James his late nocturnal victory; 


* The renunciation of the BenediQtines to the Ab- 
W 
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Tha pledge of his almighty patron's love, 
The fire-works which his angels made above. 
+ 1 ſaw myſelf the lambent eaſy light 

Gild the brown horror, and diſpel the night: 
The meſſenger with ſpecd the tidings bore; 

News, which three lab'ring nations did reſtore; 
But Heav'n's own nuncius was arriv'd before. ) 
By this, the Hind had reach'd her lonely cell, 

And vapours roſe, and dews unwholeſome fell. 


As one who long on heav'n had fix'd her eyes, 
Dilcern'd a change of weather in the ſkies. 
The weſtern borders were with crimſon fpread, 
The moon deſcending look'd all flaming red; 
She thought good manners bound her to invite 
The ſhanger dam: to be her gueſt that night, 


When the, by frequent obſervation wiſe, [| 


(he ſaid) were weak inducements to the taſte 
one ſo nicely bred, and fo unus'd to faſt: 
{ut what plain fate her cottage cou'd afford, 
A heartv uclcome at a homely board, 

Was frecl, hers; and, to ſapply the reſt, 

An honcſt meaning, and an open breaſt : 
Laſt, with content of mind, the poor man's wealth, 
A grace-cup to their common patron's health. 
This ſhe deſir d her to accept, and ſtay, 

For fear ſhe might be wilder'd in her way, 


is true, coarſe dict, and a ſnort repaſt, | 


+ Pocta loquitur. 
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Becauſe ſhe wanted an unerring guide, 
And then the dew drops on her ſilken hide 
Her tender conſtitution did declare, | 
Too lady-like a long fatigue to bear, 

And rough inclemencies of raw nocturnal air. 5 
But moſt ſhe fear d that, travelling fo late, 
Some evil- minded beaſts might lic in wait, 
And without witneſs wreak their hidden hate. 

The Panther, though the lent a liſt'ning car, 
Had more of Lion in her than to fear : 
Yet wiſely weighing, ſince ſhe had to deal 
With many focs, their numbers might prevail, 
Return'd her all the thanks the cou'd afford ; 
And took her friendly hoſteſs at her word: 
Who ent'ring firſt her lowly roof, and ſhed 
With hoary moſs, and winding ivy ſpread, 5 
Honeſt enough to hide an humble hermit's head, 
Thus graciouſly beſpoke her welcome gueſt: 
So might theſe walls, with your fair preſence bleſt 
Become your dwelling- place of everlaſting reſt; £ 
Not for a night, or quick revolving year, 
Welcome an owner, not a ſojourncr. 
This peaceful ſcat my poverty ſecures; 
War ſeldom enters but where wealth allures: 
Nor yet deſpiſe it; for this poor abode 
Has oft recciv'd, and yet reccives a God; 
A God victorious of a Stygian race 
Uere laid his ſacred limbs, and ſanctiſy d the place. 
E 3 
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Be emulous of him, and pomp diſdain, 
And dare not to debaſe your foul to gain. 

The ſilent ſtranger ſtood amaz d to ſee 
Contempt of wealth, and wilful poverty: | 
And, though ill habits are not ſoon controul'd, 
A while ſuſpended her deſire of gold. 


But civilly drew in her ſharpen'd paws, 


This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain; 


Not violating hofpitable laws, 

And pacify'd her tail, and lick'd her frothy jaws. 
The hind did firſt her country cares provide; 

Then couch'd herſelf ſecurely by her fide. 


THE 
THIRD PART. 
Men malice mingled with a little wit, 


Perhaps, may cenſure this myſterious writ ; 
Becauſe the muſe has peopled Cal-don e 


With Panthers, Bears, and Wolves, and beaſts un- 
As if we were not ſtock'd with monſters of our own. 
Let ſop anſwer, who has {et to view 

Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia never knew; 
And Mother Hubbard, in her homely dreſs, 

Has ſharply blam'd a Britiſh Lioneſs; 

That Queen, whoſe feaſt the ſactious rabble keep, 
Expos'd obſcenely naked and aſlcep. 
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Led by thoſe great examples, may not I 

The wanted organs of their words ſupply ? 

If men tranſact like brutes, tis equal then 

For brutes to claim the privilege of men. 
Others our Hind of folly will indite, 

To entertain a dung'rous gueſt by night. 

Let thoſe remember, that ſhe cannot die 

Till rolling time is loſt in round eternity; 

Nor need ſhe fear the Panther. though untam'd, 

Becauſe the Lion's peace was now proclaim'd : 

The wary ſavage wou'd not give offence, 

To forfeit the protection of her Prince; 

Bat watch'd the time ker vengeance to compleat, 

When all her furry fons in frequent ſenate met, 

Meanwhile the quench'd her fury at the flood, 

And with a Leaten fallud cool'd her blood. 


Their commons, tho” but coar te, were nothing ſcant, 


Nor did their minds an equal banquet want. 
For now the Hind, whole noble nature ſtrove 
T'expreſs her plain ſimplicity of love, 
Did all the honours of her houſe fo well, 
No ſharp debates diſturb'd the friendly meal. 
She turn'd the talk, avoiding that extreme, 
To common dangers paſt, a fadly-plcaing theme; 
Rememb'ring ev'ry ſtorm which toſs'd the ſtate, 
When both were objects of the public hate, | 
And dropt a tear betwixt, for her own childrens fate. 
Nor fail'd ſhe then a full review to make 


ot what the Panther ſuffcr'd for her fake : 
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Her loſt eſteem, her truth, ber loyal care, 

Her faith unſhaken to an exil'd hcir, 

Her ſtrength t' er dure, her courage to defy 5; 

Her choice of honourable infamy. 

On theſe prolixly thankful, ſhe enlarg d; 

Then with acknowledgments hericlf the charg'd; 
For ſriendſbip, of itſelf an holy tye, 

Is made more facred by adverſity. 

Now ſhould they part, malicious tongves uod'd fay, 
They met like chance companizns on the way, 
Whom mutual fear of robbers had ofled a 
Vile danger laited, kindnets wes profefs'd; 
But. tht once oer, the ſhort-Hie'd union ends 


-- 


The road giviles, and (Gere did ide the friends. 
The Pant: et nodded wien her ſptech was done, 

And therk'd her coll in a hollow tone 

But I id, der gratitude had gone £56 122 

For common Hees of Chriſtian care. 

If to the las ſol heir ſhe had bein true, 

She paid but Caciar wiat was Cacſur's due. 

I might. ſhe added, with like praiie Ceicriize 

Your fuff "rig tons, and ſo return your bribe; 

But incculc from my hands is poorly priz'd; 

For gifts are ſcorn'd where givers are defpis'd, 

I ferv'd a turn, and then was caſt away : | 

Tou, like the gawdy fly, your wings diſplay, i 
And ſip the ſweets, and batk in your great Patrou's{| 

This heard, the Matron was not flow to find 

What fort of malady had ſeiz d her mind: 


77 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. zx 


Diſdain, with gnau ing envy, fell deſpight, 


And canker'd malice, ſtood in open ſight: 
Ambition, int'reſt, pride without controul, 
And jcalouſy, the jaundice of the ſoul; 


| Revenge, the bloody miniſter of ill, 


Vith all the lean tormenters of the will. 
Twas eaſy now to gueſs from whence aroſe 
Her new-made union with her ancient foes, 
Her forc'd civilitics, her ſaint embrace, 
Aſſected kindneſs with an alter'd face: 

Yet durſt ſhe not too deeply piob the wound, 
As hoping ſtill the nobler parts were ſound : 


xt ſtrove with anodynes t'afſuage the ſmart, 


And mildly thus her med'cine did impart. 
Complaints of lovers help to eaſe their pain; 


| It hows a re(t of kindneſs to complain; 


A fiieadihip loath to quit its former hold; 


And conſcious merit may be juſtly bold. 


150 


But much mo e juſt your jealouſy would ſhe w, 
lt others good Mete injury to you: 

Witneſs, ye heav'ns, how I rejoice to ſce 
Rewarded worth. and riſing loyalty. 

Your wartior offspring that upheld the crown, 
The ſcarlet honour of your peaceful gown, 


Are the moſt plcaſing objects 1 can find, 


Charms to my ſight, and cordials to my mind: 
When virtue ſpumes before a preſ'rous gale, 


My heaving wiſhes help to fill the fail; 


And if my pray' rs for all the brave were heard, (ward. 


Crfar ſhould ſtill have ſuch, and ſuch ſhould till re · 
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The labour'd earth your pains have ſow'd and tilba; 
"Tis juſt you rep the product of the ñeld: 
Yours be the harveſt 'tis the beggars gain 
To elcan the ſallings of the loaded u ain. 
Such feattcr'd cars as are not worth your care, 
Your charity for alms may fafely ſpare, 
For alms are but the vehicles of pray'r. 
My daily bead is lit'rally implor'd; 
I have no harns nor granaries to hoard. 
If Caeſar to his own his hand extends, 
Say, which of yours his charity offends: 
You know he largely gives to more than are * 


friends. 

Are you defrauded when he feeds the poor? 
Our mite decreaſes nothing of your fore, 
I am but few, ard by your fare you fee 
My crying ſins are not of luxury. 
Some juſter motive jure your mind withdraws, 
And makes you break our fricndſhip's holy laws; 
For bare ſac'd envy is too baſe a cauſc. 

Shew more occaſion for your diſcontent; 
Your love, the Wolf, would help you to invent: 
Some German quarrel, er, as times go now, 
Some French, where force is uppermoſt, will do. 
When at the ſonntain's head, as merit ought 
To claim the place, you take a ſuilling dravg'tt, 
How eaſy tis an envious eye to throw, 
And tax the ſheep for troubling ſtreams below; 
Or call her (when no farther cauſe you find) 
An enemy profcis'd of all your kind. 
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But then perhaps, the wicked world would think, 
The Wolf defign'd t: eit, as well as drink. 

This laſt illuſion gali'd the Panther more, 
Becauſe indeed it rubb'd upon the fore. 
Yet feem'd the not to winch, tho' ſhrewdly pain'd 2 
| Bat thus her paſſive character maintain'd. 

[ never grudg'd, whate'er my foes report, 
Your flaunting fortune in the lion's court. 
) You have your day or you are much bely'd, 


But I am always on the ſuff'. ing fide : 
e You know my doctrine, and I nced not fay 

) I will not, but I cannot diſobey. 
On this firm principle I ever ſtood; 
He of my fons who tails to make it good, 
By one rebelliovs act 1cnounces to my blood. 

Ah, ſaid the Hind, how many ſons have you, 
Who call you mother, whom you never knew! 
But moſt of them, who that relation plead, 
Are ſuch ungracious youths as with you dead. 
They gape at the rich rev'nues which you hobl, 
And fain would nibble at your grandame gold; 
Enquice into your years, and laugh to find 
„ | Your crazy temper ſheus you much declin'd. 

Vere you not dim, and doted, you might fee 

t A pack of cheats that claim a pedigree, 

No more of kin to you, than you to me. 

| Do not you know, that for a little chin, 
Keralds can fiſt a name into the line: 
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But once poſſeſt of what with care you ſave, 
The wanton boys would piſs upon your grave. 


They aſk your bleſſing but for what you have, 


Tho' moſt reſembling you in form and face, 

Are far the worſt of your pretended race. 

And, but I bluſh your honeſty to blot, 

Pray God you prove em lawfully begot : 

For, in ſome Popitſh libels I have read, 

The Wolf has been too buſy in you bed; 

At leaſt her hinder parts, the belly-piece, 

The paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his, 
Their malice too a fore ſuſpicion brings; 

For tho' they dare not bark, they ſnail at kings: 
Nor blame em for intruding in your line; 

Fat biſhoprics are ſtill of right divine. 

Think you, your new French proſelytes are come 
To ſtarve abroad, becauſe they ſtarv'd at home? 
Your benefices twinkl'd from afar; 
They found the new Meſſiah by the ftar : 

Thoſe Swiſſes fight on any fide for pay, 

And 'tis the living that conforms, not they. 
Mark with what management their tribes divide: 
Some ſtick to you, and ſome to t'other ſide, 
That many churches may for many mouths provide. 
More vacant pulpits would more converts make; 
All would have latitude enough to take: 

The reſt unbenc fi d your ſects maintain; 

For ordinations without cures are vain, 


And chamber practice is a ſilent gain, 


Your ſons of latitude that court your grace, | 


JJ I OI  P>OMmMY © 


> 


222 


& 


by. — 
228 


z 14> 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 64 


Your ſons of breadth at home are much like theſe; 
Their ſoft and yielding metals run with eaſe: 
They melt, and take the figure of the mould; 
But harden, and preſerve it beſt in gold. 
Your Delphic ſword, the Panther then reply'd, 
| Is double edg'd, and cuts on either ſide. 
Some ſons of mine, who bear upon their ſhield, 
Three ſteeples argent in a fable field, 
Have ſharply tax'd your converts, who utifed 
Have follow'd you for miracles of bread; 
Such who themſelves of no religion, are, 
Allur'd with gain, for any will declare. 
Bare lies with bold aſſertions they can face; 
But dint of argument is out of place. 
The grim logician puts em in a fright; 
Ti eaſier far to flouriſh than to fight. 
Thus our eighth Henry's marriage they defame; 
They ſay, the ſchiſm of beds began the game, 
Divorcing from the church to wed the dame: 
Tho" largely prov'd, and by himſclf profeſs'd, 
That con cience, conſcience would not let him reſt; 
I mean, not till poſſeſt of her he lov'd, | 
And old, uncharming Cath'rine was remov'd. 
For ſundry years before he did complain, 
And told his ghoſtly confeſſor his pain; 
With the ſame impudence, without a ground, 
They ſay, that look the reformation yound, 
No Treatiſe of Humility is found. 
Vor. UI, F 
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But if none were, the goſpel does not want; 
Ovr Saviour preach'd it, and I hope you grant 
The ſermon on the Mount was Proteſtant. 
No doubt, reply'd the Hind, as ſure as all 
The writings of St Peter and St. Paul: 
On that deciſion let it ſtand or tall. 
Now, for my converts, who, you ſay, unfed 
Have follow'd me for miracles of bread ; 
Judge not by hear-ſay, but obſerve at leaſt, 
If, ſince their change, their loaves have been increas'd, 
Jhe Lion buys no converts; if he did, 
Feaſts would be fold as faſt as he could bid. 
Tax thoſe of iat're!t, who conform for gain, 
Or ſtay the market of another reign ; 
Your broad-way ſuns would never be too nice 
To cloſe with Calvin, if he paid their price; 
Put rzis'd three ſteeples high'r, would change their note, 
And quit the caflock for the canting- coat. 
Now, if you damn this cenſure, as too bold, 
Judge by yourſelves, and think not others ſold. 
Meantime my ſons accus'd, by ſamc's report, 
Pay ſmall attendance at the Lion's court, 
Mor rite with carly crowds, nor flatter late; 
for flently tlicy beg who daily wait. 
Vreter ment is beſtow'd that comes unſought; 
Attenaance is a bribe, and then 'tis bought. 
Ho they ſhouid ſpeed, their fortune is untry'd ; 
For not to atk, is not to be deny'd. 
For what they have, their God and king they bleſs, 
And hope they ſhould not murmur, had thc Lis. 
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But, if reduc'd ſubſiſtende to implore, 

In common prudence they v dd pals your door. 

Vavity'd Hutdibras, your  .. ptonetriend, 

Has ſhewn how far your Ciuutities extend. 

Ius laſting verſe thall on vis t6.nb be read, 

© He tham'd you living, and upbraide you dead * 
With odious Atheiſt names you load you 7 


k never fails in charities |'!:c thoſe. 
ln climes where true religion is profeſ. d, 
That imputatioa were no laughing jeit. 
But Im pri matur, with a chaplain s name 
Is here ſufficient licence to de fame. 
What wonder is't that black detraction thrives; 
The homicide of name is leſs thun lives; 
And yet the perjur'd mur derer ſurvives. 
This ſaid. ſhe paus'd a little, and ſappreſs'd 
The boiling indignation of her breatit. 
She knew the virtue of her blade, nor wou'd 
Pollute her ſatire with ignoble blood: 
Her panting foe ſhe ſaw before her eye, 
And back ſhe drew the ſhining weapon dry. 
So when the gen'rous Lion has in ſight 
His equal match, he rouzcs for the fight; 
But when his fo lies proſtrate on the plain, 
He ſheaths his paws, uncurls his angry mane, 
And, pleas'd with bloodleſs honours of the day, 
Walks over, and diſdains th'inglorious prey. 
So James,, if great with leſs we may compare, 
Arreſts his rolling thunder-bolts in air; 
| : F 3 
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And grants ungrateful friends a længthen'd ſpace, 
T'implore the remnants of long-ſuffering grace. 
This breathing-time the Matron took; and then 
Reſum'd the thread of her diſcoui ſe again. 
Ze vengeance wholly left to pow'rs divine, | 
And let heav'n judge betwixt your ſons and mine; 
If joys hereafter muſt be purchas'd here 
With loſs of all that mortals hold ſo dear, 
Then welcome infamy and public ſhame, 
And laſt, a long farewell to worldly fame. 
"Tis ſaid with caſe, but, oh, who hardly try'd * 
By haughty ſouls, to human honour ty'd ! 
O ſharp conyulſive pangs of agonizing pride ! 
Down then thou rebel, never more to riſe, | 
And what thou didſt. and doſt fo dearly prize, 
That fame, that darling fame, make that thy ſacrifice, 
"Tis nothing thou haſt giv'n, then add thy tears 
For a long race of unrepenting years: | 
"Tis nothing yet, yet all thou haſt to give; 
Then add thoſe may-be years thou haſt to live: 
Yet nothing ſtill; then poor, and naked come; 
Thy Father will reccive his unthrift home, 
And thy bleſt Saviour's blood diſcharge the mighty ( 
ſum. 
Thus (ſhe purſu'd) 1 diſcipline a ſon, 
Whoſe uncheck'd fury to revenge would run; 
He champs the bit, impaticnt of his loſs, 
And ſtarts aſide, and flounders at the croſs. 
laſtrut him better gracious God, to know, 
As thine is vengeance, fo forgivencſs too: 
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That, ſuft'ring from ill tongues, he bears no more 
Than what his ſov'rcign bears, and what his Saviour 
bore. | | 
It now remains for you to ſchool your child, 

And alk why God's anointed i.e revil'd; 
A King and Princeſs dead! did Shim-i worſe, 
The curſer's puniſhment ſhould fright the curſe 2 
Your ſon was warn'd, and witcly gave it o'cr, 

But he, who counſell'd him, has paid the fore 
| The heavy malice could no higher tend, 

\ But woe to him on whom the weiphts deſcend, 
$ to premitted iils the daemon flies; 
His rage is aim'd at him who rules the ſkies: 
Conſtrain'd to quit his cauſe, no ſuccour found, 
The foe diſcharges ev'ry tirc around, 

In clouds of ſmoke abandoning the ſizht; 


|} But his own thund'ring peals proclaim his flight. 


To that long ſtory little anſwer needs : 
Confront but Henry's words with Renry's deeds. 
| Vere ſpace allow'd, With caſe it might be prov'd, 
What ſprings his bleſſed reformation mov'd. 
The dire effect appear'd in open ſigit, 
Which, from the cauſe, he calls a diſtant flight, 
And yet no larger leap than from the tun to light. 
Now laſt your tons a double penn found, 
A Treat'ſe of Humility is found. 
Tis found, but better it had ne'er heen ſought, 
Than thus in Proteſtant proceſſion brought, 

F 3 . 


Ia Henry's change his charge as ill ſucceeds ; 1 
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Rodriguez? work, my celebrated fon, 
Which yours, by ill tranſlating, made his own; 
Conceal'd its author, and uſurp'd the name, 
The baſeſt and ignobleſt theft of fame. 
My altars kindled firſt that living coal; 
Reſtore, or practiſe better what you ſtole : 
That virtue could this humble verſe inſpire, 
"Tis all the reſtitution I require. 

Glad was the Panther that the charge was clos'd, 
And none of all the fav'rite ſons expos'd. 
For laws of arms permit each injur'd man, 
To make himſcli a fiver where he can. 
Perhaps the plundet d merchant cannot tell 
The names of pirates in whoſe hands he fell; 
But at the den of thieves he juſtly flies, 
And ev'ry Algerine is lawful prize. 
No private pcrſon in the foe's eſtate 
Can plead exemption from the public fate, 
Yet Chriſtian laus allow not ſuch redreſs; 
Then let the greater ſuperſede the leſs. 
But let th' abetters of the Panther's crime 
Learn to make fairer wars another time. 
Some characters may ſure be found to write 


The fam'd orizinal through Spain is known, | 


Among her ſons; for tis no common fight, 

A ſpotted dame, and all her offspring white. 

Ihe Savage, tho' ſhe faw her plea controul'd, 
Yet would not wholly ſeem to quit her hold, 

But offer'd fairly to compound the ſtriſe, 

And judg'd converſion by the convert's life. 
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T true, ſhe ſaid, I think it ſomewhat ſtrange, 
o few ſhould follow profitable change: 
for preſent joys are more to fleſh and blood, 
T)an a dull proſpect of a diſtant good. 
is well alluded by a fon of mine, 
{! hope to quote him is not to purloin) 
Two maznets, hcav'n and earth, allure to bliſs; 
Tae larger loadſtone that, the ncater this: 
The weak at traction of the greater fails; 
Ve nod a-while, but neighbourhood prevails: 
Bt when the greater proves the nearer too, 
| xonder more your converts come to flow, 
Vethinks in thote, who arm with me remain, 
I ſhows a nobler principle than gain. 
Your inf'rence wou'd be ſtrong (the Hind reply'd) 
If yours were in ciſect the iuff'ring fide ; 
Your clergy's ſons their own in peace poſſeſs, 
Nor are their proſpects in reverlion lets, 
My proſelytes are ſtruck with awful dread; 
Your blcody comet-laws hang blazing ot their heads 
The reſpite they enjoy but only Int, . 
The beſt they have to hope, protracted puniſhment, 
he judge yourſelf, it int reit may prevail, 
Which motives, yours or mine, will turn the ſcale. 
While pride and pomp allure, and plenteous eaſe, 
That is, till man's predom'nant paſſions ceaſe, 
Admire no longer at my flow encreaſe. 
y education moſt have been miſ- led; 
do they believe, becauſe they ſo were bred. 
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The prieſt continues what the nurſe began, 
And thus the child impoſes on the man. 
The reſt I nam d before, nor need repeat: 
But int'reſt is the moſt prevailing cheat, 

The ſly ſeducer both of age and youth; 
They ſtudy that, and think they ſtudy truth. 
When int'reſt forties an argument. 

Weak r:aton ſerves to gain the will's aſſent; 
For ſouls, already warpt, receive an cuy bent. 
Add long pre'cription of eſtab iſh'd laws, 
Aud picgue of honour to maintain a cauſe, 
And iname of change, and fear of iwitvie ill, 
And zcal, the Llind conductor of the will; 
And, chief among the ſtill-miſtaking croud, 
The fame of teachers obſtinate and proud. 


And, mor? tan all, the private judge allow d; 


LÞ::Gain ui torhers, which the dance began, 
And laſt, vncert-in whoſe the narrower ſpan, 
The clown vunicad, and haif-read gentleman, 
To this tie Panther, with a frornfil ſmile; 
Yet ſtill vod travel with unwears'd toil, 
And range around the realm without contcoul, 
Among my fons, for proſclytes to prowl, 
And here and there you ſnap ſome filly foul. 
You hinted ſcars of future change in ſtate; 
Pray Heav'n you did not propheſy your fate. 


Perhaps, you think your time of triumph ncar, 


But may miſtake the ſeaſon of the vcar; 
The Swallow's fortune gives you caulc to fear. 
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For charity (reply'd the matron) tell 
Fit fad miſchance thoſe pretty birds befell. 
Nay, no miſchance (the ſavage dame reply'd) 
fit want of wit in their unerring guide, 
And eager haſte, 2nd gaudy hopes, and giddy I 
Jet, wiſhing timely warning may prevail, 
Make you the moral, and [I'll tell the tale. 
The Swallow, privileg'd above the reſt 
Of all the birds, as man's familiar gueſt, 
Parſues the ſun, in ſummer, briſk and bold, 
kit wiſely ſhuns the perſccuting cold: 


h; well to chancels and to chimnies known, 


Though tis not thought ihe feeds on ſmoke alone. 
From hence ſhe has been held of heav'nly line, 
ad d with particles of ſoul divine. 

This merry chotiſter had long poſſeſs d 

Ker fummer-ſcat, and feather'd well her neſt : 


Till frowning ſkies began to change their chear, 


And time turn d up the wrong fide of the year; 
The ſhedding trees began the ground to ſtrow 
Vith yellow leaves, and bitter blaſts to blow. 
dad zuguries of Winter thence ſhe drew, 


Which by inſtinct, or prophecy, ſhe knew: 


ben prudence warn'd her to remove betimes, 
And ſeek a better heav'n, and warmer climes. 
Her ſons were ſummon'd on a ſtceple's height, 


Aud, call'd in common council, vote a flight; 
The day was nam'd, the next that ſhould be wy 


All to the gen'ral rendezvous repair, [in air. 


They try their flutt'cing wings, and truſt themſcly 
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But whether upward to the moon they go, ) Iro fir 
Or dream the u inter out in caves below, of cif 


Or hau k at flies elſcu here, concerns vs not to know, 
Southwards, vou may be ſure, tlicy bent their flis 

And harbour'd in a hollow rock at nicht: 

Next morn they roſe, and ſet up ev'ry tail; 

The wind was fair, but blew a mackrel gale ; 

The ſickly young fat ſhiv' ring on the Itoce, 

Abhorr'd ſalt water, never tecn before, 

And pray'd their tender mothers to delay 

The paſſage, and expect a fairer day. 
With theſe the Martin readily concurr'd, 

A church-begot, and church belicving bird; 

Of little body, but of loſty mind, 

Round- belly d, ſor a dięgnity def ęn'd, 

And much a dune, as Martins are by kind. 

Yet often quoted canon- laws, and code, 

And fathers which he never underſtood: 

But little learning necds in noble blood. 

For, ſooth to ſay, the Swallow brought him in, 

Her houſhold chaplain, and her next of kin: 

In ſuperſtition Gliy to exceſs, 

And caſting ſchemes, by planetary YE 

In fine, ſhort-wing'd. unfit himſclf to fly, 

His fear foretold foul weathcr in the ſky. 
Beſides, a Raven from a wither'd oak, 

Left of their lodging, ua obſerv'd to croak. 

That omen lik'd him not; ſo his advice 

Was preſent ſafety, bought at any price; Nor 

A ſeeming pious care, that cover d cowadice. Shay 
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To ſtrengthen this, he told 2 boding dream, 

of riſing waters, and a troubled ſtream, 

dure ſigns of anguith, dangers and diſtreſs, 

nete ynh ſomething more not lawful to expreſs: 

By which he ſlily ſcem'd to imitate 

tome ſecret revc lation of their fate. 

For he concluded, once upon a time, 

He found a leaf infcrib'd with ſacred rhime, 
Whoſe antique characters did well denote 

The Sibyl's hand of the Cumacan grot: 

The mad divinereſe had plainly wit, 

A time ſhould come (but many ages yet) 

lu which, ſiniſter deſtinies ordain, J 
A Dame ſhou'd dro 1 with all her feather'd train, 
And ſeas from thence bc call'd the Chelidonian main. 
At this, ſome ſhook for fear, the more devout 

; Aroſe, and bleſs'd themſelves from head to foot. 


w. 


'Tis true, ſome ſtagers of the wiſer fort 

Made all theſe idle wonderments their ſport : 

They faid. their only danger was delay, 

And he, who heard what ev':y fool could ſay, 
Wou d never fix his thought, but trim his time away. 
The paſſage yet was good; the wind, tis true, 
Was fomewhat high, but that was nothing new, 
No more than uſual cquinoxes blew. | 


The ſun (already from the ſcales declin'd) 5 


| Gare little hopes of better days behind, 

But change from bad to worſe of weather and of wind. 
Nor need they fear the dampneſs of the ſky. 

Should flag their wings, and hinder them to fly, 
Twas only water thrown on ſails too dry. 
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But, leaſt of all, Philoſophy preſumes 
Of truth in dreams, from melancholy fumes 
Perhaps the Martin, hous'd in holy ground, 
Might think of ghoſts that walk their midnight 
Till groſſer atoms, tumbling in the ſtream 
Of fancy, madly met, and club'd into a dream: 
As little weight his vain preſages bear, 
Of ill effet to ſuch alone who fear: 
Moſt prophecies are of a piece with theſe, 
Each Neſtradamus can foretell with eaſe: 
Not naming perſons and confounding times, 
One caſval truth ſupports a thouſand lying rhi 
Th'advice was true, but fear had ſeiz d the 

And all good counſel is on cowards loſt. 
The queſtion crudely put, to ſhun delay, 
Tas carry'd by the major part to ſtay. 
| His point thus gain'd, Sir Martin dated thence 
His pow'r, and from a prieſt became a prince. 
He order'd all things with a buſy care, 

And cells, and refectories did prepare, 
And large provition laid of winter fare: 
But now and then let fall a word or two 
| Of hope, that Heav'n ſome miracle might ſhow, 
And, for their ſakes, the fun ſhou'd backward py; 
Againſt the laws of nature upward climb, 
And, mounted on the Ram, renew the prime: 
For which two proofs in ſacred ſtory lay, 
Of Ahaz' dial, and of Joſhua's day. 
In expectution of ſuch times as theſe, 
A chapel hows'd em, truly call'd of eaſe; 
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For Martin much devotion did not aſk; 


They pray'd ſometimes, and that was all their talk. 
It happen'd, as beyond the reach of wit 

(Blind prophecies may have a lucky hit) 

That this accomplith'd, or at leaſt in part, 

Gave great repute to their new Merlin's art. 

Some * Swifts, the giants of the Swallow kind, © 

Large-limb'd, ſtout-hearted, but of ſtupid mind, C 

(For Swiſſes, or for Gibeonites deſign'd) 

Theſe lubbers, peeping through a broken pane, 

To ſuck freſh air, ſurvey'd the neighb'ring plain 

And faw (but ſcarcely could believe their eyes) 

New bloſſoms flouriſh, and new flow'rs ariſe; 

As God had been abroad, and, walking there, 

Had left his footſteps, and reform'd the year: 

The ſunny hills from far were ſeen to zlow 

With glitt'ring beams, and in the meads below 

The burniſh'd brooks appear'd with liquid gold to 

flow. 

At laſt they heard the fooliſh Cuckow ſing, 

Whoſe note proclaim'd the holy-day of Spring. 
No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 

And repoſſeſs their patrimonial ſky. 


And, that good omens might attend their way, 


The Prieſt before em did his wings diſplay; 5 


As luck wou'd have it, 'twas St. Martin's day. 
Who but the Swallow now triumphs alone? 


The canopy of heaven is all her own: 


i * 


* Otherwiſe called Martlets. 
Vor, II. G 
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Ver youthful offspring to their haunts repair, 
And glide along in glades, and ſkim in air, 
And dip for iniects in the purling ſprings, 
And ſtoop on rivers to refreſh their wings. 
Their mothers think a fair proviſion made, 
That ev'ry ſon can live upon his trade: 

And, now the careful charge is off their hands, 
Look out for huſbands, and new nuptial bands : 


But fuſt the lover is by lawyers ty d 

To ſettle jointure chimnies on the bride. 

So thick they couple, in fo ſhort a ſpace, 

That Martin's marriage-off*rings riſe apace. 

Their ancient houſes running to decay, 

Are ſubiſh'd up, and cemented with clay; 

They teem already; ſtore of eggs are laid, 

And brooding mothers call Lucina's aid. 

Fame ſpreads the news, and foreign fowls appear 5 


The youthful widow longs to be ſupply d; 5 | 


In flocks to greet the new returning year, 

To bleſs the founder, and partake the cheer. 
And now 'twas time (to faſt their numbers riſe) 

To plant abroad, and people colonies. 

The youth drawn forth, as Martin had deſir'd, 

(tor ſo their eruel deſtiny requir'd) 

Were ſent tar off on an ill-fated day; 

The reit wou'd needs conduct em on their way, 

And Martin went, becauſe he fear d alone to ſtay. 

So long they flew with inconſid'rate haſte, 

That now their aftcrnoon began to waſte; 

And, what was ominous, that very morn 

Ihe fun was cnter'd into Capricorn; 
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Which, by their bad aſtronomers account, 

That week the virgin balance ſhould remount, 

An infant moon ceclips'd him in his way, 

| And hid the ſmall remainders of his day. 

The croud, amaz'd, puriu'd no certain mark; 

But birds met birds, and juſtled in the dark : 

Few mind the public in a panic fi ight; 

And fear increas'd the horror of the night. 

Night came, but unattended with repoſe; 

Alone the came, no ſleep their eyes to cloſe : 

Alore, and black ſhe came; no friendly ſtars aroſe. 
What thou'd they do, beſet with dangers round, 

| No neighb'ring drop, no lodging to be found, 

| But bleaky plains, and bare unhoſpitable ground. 


| The latter brood, who juſt began to ſiy, 


Sick feather'd, and unpractis d in the (ky, 

For ſuccour to their helpleſs mother call: 

She ſpread her wings; ſome few beneath em crawl; 

dhe ſpread em wider yet, but could not cover all. 

T'augment their wocs, the winds began to move 

Debate in air, for empty fields above, 

Till Boreas got the ſkies, and pour'd amain 

His rattling hail-ſtones mixt with ſnow and rain. 
The joyleſs morning late aroſe, and found 0 


82 


A dreadful deſolation reign around, 
Some bury d in the ſnow, ſome frozen to the ground. 
The reſt were ſtruggling ſtill with death, and lay 
The Crows and Ravens right, an undefended prey : 
Excepting Martin's race; for they and he 
Had gain'd the ſhelter of a hollow tree: 
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But foon diſcover'd by a ſturdy clown, 
He headed all the rabble of the town, 

And finiſh'd em with bats, or poll'd em Soon. 

_ Martin himſelf was caught alive, and try'd 

For treas'nous crimes, becauſe the laws provide 
No Martin there in Winter ſhall abide. 

High on an oak, which never leaf ſhall bear, 

He breath'd his laſt, expos'd to open air; 

And thete his corps, unbleſs'd, is hanging till, 


To ſhow the change of Winds with his prophetic bill, | 


The patience cf the Hind did almoſt fail; 
For well ſhe mark d the malice of the tale: 
Which ribbald art their church to Luther owes; 
In malice it began, by malice grows; | 
He ſow'd the Serpent's teeth, an iron harveſt roſe. 
But moſt, in Martin's character and fate, 

She ſaw her ſlaughter'd ſons, the Panther's hate, 
The people's rage, the perſecuting ſtate ; 

Then faid, I take th'advice in friendly part; 
You clear your conſcience, or at leaſt your heart: 
Perhaps you fail'd in your foreſecing (kill, 


Thi 


For Swallows are unlucky birds to kill: 

As for my ſons, the family is bleſs'd, 

Whoſe ev'ry child is equal to the reſt : | 

No church reform'd can boaſt a blameleſs line; 
Such Martins build in yours, and more than mine: 
Or elſe an old fanatic author lies, 

Who ſumm'd their ſcandals up by centuries, 

But, through your parable, I plainly ſee 

The bloody laws, the crowd's barbarity; 
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The fun-ſhine that offends the purblind fight : 

Had ſome their wiſhes, it would ſoon be night. 

Miſtake me not, the charge concerns not you: 

Your ſons are malecontents, but yet are true, 

As far as non-reſiſtance makes em ſo; 

But that's a word of neutral ſenſe you know, 

A paſſive term, which no relief will bring, 

Zu trims betwixt a rebel and a king. 

Reſt well aſſur' d, the Pardelis reply'd, | 

My ſons would all ſupport the regal fide, ſtry'd. 

Tho' Heav'n forbid the cauſe by battle ſhould af 
The Mitron anſwer d with a loud amen, 

And thus purſu'd her argument again. 

I as you fay, and as I hope no leſs, 

Your ſons will practiſe what yourſelves profeſs, 5 | 

What angry pow'r prevents our preſent peace? 

The Lion, ſtudious of our common good, 

| Deſires (and kings deſires are ill withſtood) 

To join our nations in a laſting | vec; | 
The bars betwixt are eaſy to remove; { 
For ſanguinary laws were never made above. 

If you condemn that prince of tyranny, | 
Whoſe mandate forc'd your Gallic friends to fly, 

Make not a worſe example of your own; 

Or ceaſe to rail at cauſeleſs rigour ſhown, 5 | 
And let the guiltleſs perſon throw the ſtone. 3 
His blunted ſword your ſuff' ring brotherhood 
Hare ſeldom felt; he ſtops it ſhort of blood: 
But you have ground the perſccuting knife 
And ſet it to a razor-cdge on life. 
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Curs'd be the wit, which cruelty refines 
Or to his father's rod the Scorpion's joins; 
Your finger is more groſs than the great monarch's 
loins. 

But you, perhaps, remove that bloody note, 
And ſtick it on the firſt reformers coat. 
Oh let their crime in long oblivion ſleep! 
Twas theirs indeed to make, tis yours to keep. 
Unjuſt, or juſt, is all the queſtion now; | 
"Tis plain, that not-repealing you allow. 

To name the Teſt would put you in a rage; 
You charge not that on any former age, 
But fmile to think how innocent you tiand, 
Arm'd by a weapon put into your hand. 
Yet ſtill remember, that you wield a ſword 
Forg d by your foes againſt your ſov'reign lord: 
Deſign'd to hew th' imperial cedar down, 
Defraud ſucceſſion, and diſ-heir the crown. 
T' abhor the makers, and their laws approve, 
Is to hate traitors, and the treaſon love. 
What means it elſe, which now your children ſay, 
We made it not, nor will we take away ? | 
| Suppoſe ſome great oppreſſor had, by tight 
Of law, diſſeis d your brother of his right, 
Your common ſire ſurrend”ring in a fright; 
Would you to that unrighteous title ſtand, 
Left by the villain's will to heir the land ? | 
More juſt was Judas, who his Saviour ſold; 
The facrilegious bribe he could not hold. 
Nor hang in peacc, before he render'd back the gold. 
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That more could you have done, than now you do, 

| Hd Oates and Bedlow, and their plot been true? 
Some ſpecious reaſons for thoſe wrongs were found; 

Their dire magicians threw their miſts around, 5 

And wiſe men walk' d as on inchanted ground, 

| Bat now when time has made th' impoſture plain, 
{Late tho! he follow'd truth, and limping held her 

train) | | 

What new deluſion charms your cheated eyes again? 

The pzinted harlot might a while bewitch, 

Bit why the hag uncas'd, and all obſcene with itch? 

The firſt reformers were a modeſt race; 

Oer peers poſſeſsd in peace their native place . 

And when rebellious arms o'crturn'd the ſtate, 

They tuifer'd only in the common fate: 

tit now the ſov'reign mounts the regal chair, 

Ard niitr'd jeats are full, yet David's bench is bare. 

Your anſwer is they were not diſpoſſeſt; 

They nerd but rub their mettle on the Teft, 

Jo prove their orc; twere well if gold alone 

Were touch'd and try'd on your diſcerning ſtone; 

bat that unfaithful "Teſt unſound will paſs 

The droſs of Atheiſts, and ſectarian braſs: 

As if th* experiment were made to hold 

Tor baſe production, and reject the gold. 

Thus men ungodded may to places riſe, 

And ſects may be prefer d without diſguiſe : 

No danger to the church or ſtate from theſe; 

The Papiſt only has his writ of caſe. 
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No gainful office gives him the pretence 

To grind the ſubject, or defraud the prince. 

Wrong conſcicnce, or no conſcience, may deſerve 

To thrive, but ours alone is privileg'd to ſtarve. 

Still thank yourſelves, you cry; your noble race 

We baniſh not, but they forſake the place; 

Our doors are open: True, but ere thcy come, 

Lou tots your cenſing Teſt, ard ume the room; 

As if *twere Toby's rival to expel, 

And fright the fiend who conld not bear the ſmell 
To this the Panther ſharply bad reply'd; 

But, having gain'd a vei dict on her fide, 

She wilſcly gave the loſer leave to chide; 

Woll fatisfy'd to have the hut and peace, 

And for the plaintiff's cauſe ſhe cat d the leſs, 

Becauic the ſu'd in #rma parferis; 

Yet tiiought it decent ſomething ſhould be fail; 

For ſecret guilt by ſilence is bettay'd: 

So neither granted all, nor much dery'd, 

But anſuer'd with a yawning kind of pride. 
Methiaks ſuch terms of profier'd peace you bring 

As once A.neas to th' Italian king: 

By long poſſeſſion all the land is mine: 

You ſtrangers come with your intruding line, 

To ſhare my ſceptre, which you call to join, 

You plead like him an ancient pedigree, 

And claim a peaceful ſcat by fate's decree. 

In ready pomp your facrificer ſtands, 

T' unite the Trojan and the Latin bands, 
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And, that the league more firmly may be ty'd, 

Demand the fair Lavinia for your bride. 

Thus plauſibly you veil th' intended wrong, 

Bat ſtill you bring your exil'd gods along; 

And will endeavour, in ſucceeding ſpace, | 

Thoſe houſhold puppets on our hearths to place. 

Perhaps ſome barb'rous laws have been preferr d: 

| fpake againſt the Teſt, but was not heard; 

Theſe to reſcind, and peerage to reſtore : 

My gracious ſov reign would my vote implore : 

lowe kim much, but owe my conſcience more. 
Conſcience is then your plea, reply'd the Dame, 

wich well-inform'd will ever be the ſame. 

Int yours is much of the Camelion hue, 

To change the dye with ev'ry diſtant view, 

When firſt the Lion ſat with awful ſway, 

Your conſcience taught your duty to obey : 

le might have had your ſtatutes and your Teſt; 

No conſcience but of ſubjects was profeſs d. 

l found your temper, and no further try'd, 

bit on that broken reed, your church, rely'd, 

hb nin the ſects aſſay d their utmoſt art, 

With offer d treaſure to eſpouſe their part; 

Their treaſures were a bribe too mean to move his 

heart. 1 | 

when by long experience you had prov'd, 

ws far he could forgive, how well he lov'd ; 
podneſs that excell'd his godlike race: 


| only ſhort of Heav'n's unbounded race; 
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A fiood of mercy that o'erflow'd our iſle, 

C la in the rite, and fruitful as the Nile; 
Forgetting whence your XAzypt was ſupply'd 
You thought your ſov'reign bound to ſend the tide; 
Nor upward look'd on that immortal ſpring, 

But vainly decm'd, he durſt not be a king. 

Then conſcience, unreſtrain'd by fear began 

To ftretch her limits, and extend the ſpan ; 

Did his indulzence as her gift diſpoſe, 

Aid make a wilſc alliance with her foes. 

Can conſcience own th' aſſociating name, } 
And raiſe no bluches to conceal her ſhame ? | 
For ſute {ke has been thought a baſhful dame. 
But if the cauſe by battle ſhould be try'd, 

You grant ſhe mult e{ouſe the regal fide : 
O Proteus conſcience never to be try'd! 
What Phocbus from the Tripode ſhall diſcloſe, 
Which are, in laſt reſort, your friends or fors! 
Homer, who lcarn'd the language of the ſky, 
The ſceming Gordian knot would ſoon unty; 
Immortal pow'rs the term of conſcience know, 
But int reſt is her name with men below. 
Conicience or int'reſt be't, or both in one, 
(The Panther anſwer'd in a ſurly tone) 
The firſt commands me to maintain the crown, 
The laſt forbids to throw my barriers down. 
Our penal laws no ſons of yours admit, 
Our Teſt excludes your tribe from benefit. 
Theſe are my banks your ocean to withitand, 
Which proudly riſing overlooks the land; 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 83 


| And once let in, with unreſiſted ſway, 


would ſweep the paſtors and their flocks away. 

Think not my judgment leads me to comply 

With laws unjuſt, but hard neceſſity; 

Imperious need, which cannot be withſtood, 

Makes ill authentic, for a greater good. 

Polefs your ſoul with patience, and attend: 

A more auſpicious planet may aſeend: 

Good fortune may preſent ſome happier time, 

Wich means to cancel my unwilling crime; 

(Unwilling, witneſs all ye powers above) 

To mend my errors, and redeem your love: 

That little ſpace you ſaſcly may allow, 

Your all-diſpenfing pour protects you now. 
Hold. faid the Hind, tis needleſs to explain; 

You would poſtpone me to another reign; 

Till when you are content to be unjuſt : 

Your part is to poſſeſs, and mine to truſt. 

A fair exchange propos'd of future chance, 

for preſent profit and inheriiance. | 

fes words will ſerve to finiſh our diſpute; 


Who will not now repeal, would perſecute. 
Io ripen green revenge your hopes attend, 


Viking that happier planet would aſcend. 
For ſhame let conſcience be your plea no more: 
To vill hereafter, proves ſhe might before; | 
bit ſhe's a bawd to gain, and holds the door, 
Your care about your banks infers a fear 
Of threat'ning floods, and inundations near; 
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If ſo, a juſt repriſe would only be 

Of what the land uſurp'd upon the ſea; 

And all your jealouſies but ſerve to ſhow, 

Your ground is, like your neighbour-nation, low, 
T'intrench in what you grant unrighteous laws, 
ls to diſtruſt the juſtice of your cauſe; 

And argues that the true religion lies, 

In thoſe weak adverſaries you deſpiſe. 

Tyrannic force is that which leaſt you fear: 
The ſound is frightful in a Chriſtian's ear; 
 Avert it, Heav'n! nor let that plague be ſent 
To us from the diſpcopled continent. 

But piety commands me to refrain ; 


Thoſe pray'rs are needleſs in this monarch's reign, 


| Receives the baniſh d, fuccours the diſtreſs d: 
' Behold, for you may read an honeſt open breaſt. 
He ſtands in day-light, ard diſdains to hide | 


Behold ! how he protects your friends oppreſs d: | 


An act, to which by honour he is ty'd, 
A gen'rovus, laudable, and kingly pride. 

Your teſt he would repcal, his peers reſtore; 
This when he fays he means, he means no more. 
Well, faid the Panther, I believe him juſt, 

And yctt— | 


And yet tis but becauſe you muſt; (] 


You would be truſted, but you would not truſt. 
The Hind thus briefly ; and diſdain'd t'enlarge 

On pow'r of kings, and their ſuperior charge, 
As Heav'n's truſtees before the people's choice: | 
Tho' fore the Panther did not much rejoice 
To hear thoſe Echoes giv'n of ber once loyal vets 
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The Matron woo'd her kindneſs to the laſt, 
But could not win; her hour of grace was paſt. 


| Whom, thus perſiſting, when ſhe could not bring + 


To leave the Wolf, and to be i ve her king, 


| She gave her up, and fairly wih'd her joy 
ot her late treaty with her new ally: 


Which well ſhe hop'd would more ſucceſsful prove, 
Than was the Pigeon's, and the Buzzard's love. 


he Panther aſk'd, what concord there could be 


Betwixt two kinds whoſe natures diſagree ? 

The Dame reply d: Tis ſung in ev'ry ſtreet, 
The common chat of goſſips when they meet: 
But, ſince unheard by you, tis worth your while 


Io take a wholeſome tale, tho' told in homely ſtile. 


A plain good man, whoſe name is underſtood, 
(So few deſcrve the name of plain and good) 
Of three fair lineal lordſhips ſtood poſſeſs d, 
And liv'd, as reaſon was, upon the beſt. 
Inur'd to hardſhips from his carly youth, 
Much had he done, and ſuſſer d for his truth: 
At land, and ſea, in many a doubtful fight, 
Was never known a more advent'rous knight, 


Who oftner drew his ſword, and always for the 


right. 
As fortune would (his fortune came, tho late) 


He took poſſeſſion of his juſt eſtate: 


Nor rack d his tenants with increaſe of rent; 

Nor liv'd too ſparing, nor too largely ſpent; 

But overlook'd his hinds; their pay was Juſt, 

And ready, for he ſcorn'd to go on truſt; ' 
dea, | VG H 
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S!2w to teſolee, but in performance quick; 

So true, that he was aukward at a tiick. 

For little ſouls on little ſhiits rely, 

And cowards arts of mean expedients try; 

hs noble mind will dare do any thing but lye. 
Falſe friends, his deadlieſt foes could find no way 
But ſhows of honeſt bluntneſs, to betray ; 

That unſuſpected plainneſs he believ d; 

He look'd into himſelf, and was deceiv'd. 

Some lucky planet ſure attends his birth, 

Gr Heav'n would make a mitacle on earth; 

For proſp'rous honeſty is ſeldom ſeen 

Jo bcar fo dead a ucight, and yet to win. 

It looks as ſate with nature's law would ſti ive, 
To ftiew plain-dealing once an age may thrive : 
And, when ſo tough a frame ſhe could not bend, 
Euxcceded her commiſſion to befriend. 


This grateful man, as Heav'n increas'd his ſtore, 


Gave God again, and daily fed his poor. 

His houſe with all convenience was purvey'd; 

"The reſt he found, but rais'd the fabric where he pray d 
And in that ſacred place his beauteous wife 
F-n.ploy'd her happicſt hours of holy life. 

Nor did their alms extend to thoſe alone, 
Wi. m common faith more ſtriftly made their own; 
A. ſort of Cores were hous'd too near their hall, 
Who croſs the proverb, and abound with gall. 
Tho” tome, tis true, are paſſively inclin'd, 

The greater part degen'rate from their kind; 
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FVoracious bi. at hotly bill and breed, 
And largely uri, bec iuſe on falt they ted. 


Small gain from them their bountets aner draws; } 

Yet, bound by prom:e he ſupports their cauſe, ! 

As corporations priviicg'd Ly laws, J 
That houſe, which harbour to their Kind Fords, 

Wis built, long ſince, God knows, for better bird: 

But fl.nt'ring there they neſtle near tue throne, } 

Ani louge in habitations not their own, > 

By their high cops, and coray-gizzards known. þ 

Like Harpics tacy could ſcent a plenteous board; 

Ten to ve ſure they never fail'd their lord: 

The r ſt was form, and bare attendance paid; 

They drunk. and eat, and grudgingly obey'd. 

The more they fed, they raven'd ſtill for more; 4 

They drain d from Dan, and left Beerſh. ba poor. 

Al this they had by law. and none repin' !; 

T!.c picf'rence was but due to Levi's }iod : 


Bu when ſo ne lay-preferment fell by chance, 


Tie gourmands made it their inheritance, 
When once poſſeſs d. they never quit theic claim; 
For then is ſanctify'd to Heav'n's high name; 
Aad, hallow'd thus, they cannot give conſent, 
The gift ſhou'd be profan'd by worldly management, 
Their flcih was never to the table ſerv'd; 
Tho! tis not thence inferr'd the birds were ſtarv'd; 
But that their maſter did not like the food, 
As rank, and breeding melancholy blond. 
Nor did it with his gracious nature ſuit, 
Ten tho' they were not Doves, to perſccute : 
| H3 | 
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Yet he refus'd (nor could they take offence) 


Their glutton kind ſhould teach him abſtinence, 


Nor conſecrated grain their wheat he thought, 


Which new rom treading in their bills they brought: 


But left his hinds each in his private pow'r, 


That thoſe, who like the bran, might leave the flow'r, 


He for himſelf, and not for others, choſe, 
Nor would he be impos'd on, nor impoſe; 
Bit in their faces his devotion paid, 

And ſacrifice with folemn r'tes was made, 
And ſacred incenſe on his altars laid. | 
| Tefides theſe jolly birds, whoſe corps impure 
Repaid their commons with their ſalt- manure; 
Another farm he had behind his houſe, 

Not overſtock d, but barely for his uſe: 
Wherein his poor domeſtic poultry fed, 

And from his pious hands receiv'd their bread, 
Our pamper'd Pigeons, with malignant eyes, 
Beheld theſe inmates, and their nurſeries : 
Tho” hard their fare, at ev'ning, and at morn, 
A cruiſe of water, and an ear of corn; 


| 


Jet ſtill they grudg'd that modicum, and thought 


A ſheaf in ev'ry fingle grain was brought. 
Fain would they filch that little food away, 
While unreſtrain'd thoſe happy gluttons prey. 


And much they griev'd to ſce fo nigh their hall, 


The bird that warn'd St. Peter of his fall; 
The he ſhould raiſe his mitred creſt on high, 
And clap his wings, and call his family 
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To ſacred rites; and vex th'etherial pow'rs 
With midnight mattins, at uncivil hours: 
Nay more, his quiet neighbours ſhould moleſt, 
Juſt in the ſweetneſs of their morning reſt. 
Beaſt of a bird, ſupinely when he might 

Lie ſnug and ſleep, to riſe before the light! 
What if his dull forefathers us'd that cry, 
Could he not let a bad example die? 

The world was fall'n into an caſter way; 
This age knew better, than to faſt and pray, 
Good ſenſe in ſacred worſhip would appear 
80 to begin, as they right cnd the year. 


duch feats in former times had wrought the falls 


Of crowing Chanticlecers in cloyſter'd walls. 
Expell'd for this, and for their lands, they fled; 
And ſiſter Partlet with her hooded head 
Was hooted hence, becauſe ſhe would not pray a-bed, J: 
The way to win the reſtive world to God, 
Was to lay by the ditciplining rod, 
Vanat'ral faſts, and foreign forms of pray'r: 
| Religion frights us with a mien ſevere. 
Tis prudence to reform her into caſe, 
And put her in uadrets to make hcr pleaſe : 
A lively faith will bear aloft the mind, 

And leave the luggage of good works behind. 
| Such doctrines in the Pigeon-houſe were taught: 
| You need not aſk how wond'roufly they wrought; 
But ſure the common cry was all for theſe, 
Whoſe life and precepts both encourag'd cafe. 
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Yet fearing thoſe alluring baits might fail, 

And holy deeds o'er all their arts prevail; 

(For vice, tho' frontleſs, and of harden'd face, 

Is daunt-d at the ſight of awful grace) 0 

An hidcous figure of their foes they drew, 

Nor lines, nor looks, nor ſhades, nor colours — 

And this groteſque deſign expos d to public view. 

One would have thought it ſome Egyptian piece, 

With garden-gods, and barking deities, | 

More thick than Ptolomy has ſtuck the ſkics. 

All fo perverſe a draught, fo far unlike, 

It was no libel where it meant to ſtrike. 

Yet ſtill the daubing pleas'd, and great and ſmall 

To view the monſter crowded Pigeor all. 

There Chanticleer was drawn upon his knees 

Adoring ſhrines, and ſtocks of ſainted trees; 

And by him, a miſhapen, ugly, race; 

The curſe of God was ſeen on every face: 

No Holland emblem could that malice mend, 

But ſtill the worſe the look, the fitter for a fiend, 
The maſter of the farm, difpleas'd to find 

So much of rancour in ſo mild a kind, 

Enquir'd into the cauſe, and came to know, 


The paſũ ve church had ſtruck the foremoſt blow; 


As if this troubleſome intruding gueſt 
Would drive the birds of Venus from their neſt. 
A deed his in-born equity abhorr'd; [word 


With groundleſs fears, and jealouſies poſſeſt, 5 


But int'reſt will not truſt, tho God ſhould plight ks | 
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A law, the ſource of many future harms, 
Had baniſh'd all the pouitry from the farms; 
With lots of I'f-, if any ſhould be found 
To crow or peck on their forbidden ground. 
That bloody ſtatute chiefly was deſign d 
For Chanticleer the white, of clergy kind; 
But after-malice did not long forget 


The lay that wore the rob, and coronet. 
For them, for their inferiors and allics, 


Their foes a deadly Shibboleth deviſe : 

By which unrighteouſly it was decreed 

That none to truſt. or profit ſhould ſucceed, (weed: 

Who would not ſx2llow firſt. a pois nous wicked 

Or that, to which old Socrates was curſt, | 

Or henbane- juice to ſwell 'em till they burſt, 
The patron (as in reaton) thought it hard 5 | 


| To ſce this inquilition in his yard, 


By which the ſor'reign was of ſubjects uſe debarr'd, 
All gentle means he try'd, wiich might withdraw 


Th'effects of fo unnatural a law: 


But till the dove-houſe obſtinately ſtood 

Deaf to their own, and to their ncighbours good 
And, which was worſe, (if any worle could be) 
Repented of thcir boaſted loyalty : 


Now made the champions of a cruel cauſe, 


And drunk with fumes of popular applauſc; 

For thoſe whom God to ruin has deſign'd, 

He fits for fate, and firſt deſtroys their mind. 
New doubts indeed they daily ſtrove to raiſe, 

Suggeſted dangers, interpos d delays ; 


9 POEMS ON 


And emiſſary Pigeons had in ſtore, 

Such as the Meccan prophet us'd of yore, 

To whilper countls in their patron's car; 

And veil'd their falſe advice with zealous fear. 

The maſter ſmil'd to ſce him work in vain, 

To wear him out, and make an idle reign : 

He faw, but ſuffer'd their protractive arts, 

And ſtrove by mildneſs to reduce heir hearts: 

But they abus'd that grace to make allies, 

And fondly clos'd with former ent mies; 

For fools are doubly fools, en · les ring to be wiſe, 
After a grave conſult what cyuvife were Leit, 

One, more m:ture in folly than the reſt, 

Stood up, an told 'em, with Lis head ale, 


That deſpꝰ rate cures mult be to deſp rate ills apply: 


And ticrcfore, ſince their main in pending fear 
Vas trom ti increafing race of Cl. anticlcer, 
Some potent bird of prey ther ought to find, 
A foe profeſs'd to him, and all his kind: 
Some hoggurd Hawk, who had her eyric nigh, 
Well pounc' J to faften, and well wing'd to fly; 
ue they might truſt, their common wiongs to wreak: 
The Nutquet, and the Coyſtrel were too weak, 
Too fierce the Falcon; but, above the reſt, 
The noble Buzzard ever pleas d me beſt; 
Of ſmall renown, tis true; for, not to lye, 
We call him but a Hawk by covrteſy. 
I know he hates the Pigcon-houſe and farm, 
And more, in time of war, has done ts Harm: 
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But all his hate on trivial points depends ; 
Give up our forms, and we ſhall foon he triends. 
For Pigeons fleth he ſcems not much to care; 


| Cram'd Chickens are a more delicious fare. 


on this high potentate, without delay, 


I with you would confer the ſov'reign ſway : 


Petition him t'accept the government, 
And let a ſplendid embaſſy be ſent. 
This pithy ſpeech prevail'd, and all agrced, 
old enmities forgot, the Buzzard ſhould ſucceed. 
Their welcome ſuit was granted, ſoon as heard, 0} 
His lodgings furniſh'd, and a train prepar'd, 5 
With B's upon their breaſt, appointed for his guard, 
He came and crown d with great ſolemnity, 
Cod ſave King Buzzard; uas the gen ral cry. 
A portly pi ince and goodly to the ſight, 
He ſeem'd a ſon of Anak for his height: 
Like thoſe whom ſtature did to crowns prefer: 
Bick-biow'd, and bluff, like Homer's jupiter: 


Foad-back'd, and brawny-built for love's delight; 
A prophet form'd to make a female proſeltye. 


tal: A the logue more by need, than genial bent; 


y breeding ſharp, by nature confident. 

&t'reſt in all his actions was diſcern'd; 

Wore learn'd than honeſt, more a wit than learn'd : 
Irfore'd by fear, or by his profit led, 

Tr both conjoin'd, his native clime he fled : 

kt brought the virtucs of his heav'n along; 

a far behaviour, and a fluent tongue. 
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And yet with all his arts he could not tkrive; fe 
The moſt uniucky paraſite alive. I 
Loud praifes to prepare his paths he ſent, Fru 
And then himtelf purtv'd his compliment ; An 
Put, by reverſe of fortune, chas'd away, 91 
His gifts no longer than their author tty : (f| 
He ſhakes the duſt againſt th'ungraictul race, le 
And leaves the ftench of ordures in the pl.ce, i 
Oft has he flatter'd, and blaſphem'd the fame; Tho 
For, in his tage, he ſpares no fov'rcign's name: The 
The hero, and the tyrant change their ſiy le The 


By the fame meature that they frown or ſmile. ape 
When well recciv'd by hofpirable foes, 


The kindneſs he returns, is to expoſe : 40 
For courteſics, tho undcſtrv'd and great, . 
No gratitude in fclon-minds beget; * 
As tribute to his wit, the chor! receives the tre ae 
His praiſe of focs is venomoully nice; 

So touch d, it turns a virtue to a vice: me 
A Greek, ond bountifu!, furwarus us tuice. 10 
Sev'n ſacraments he wifcly docs diſoun, 4 

Becauſe he knows confeſſion ſtands for one; ki 


Where fins to ſacred ſilence are convey 'd, Kr 
And not for fear, or love, to be bettay' d: 


But he, unca!l'd. his patron to controul, 94 
Divulg'd the ſecret whiſpers of his ſoul: x. A 
Stood forth th'accuſing Satan of his crimes, 10 
And offer'd to the Moloch of the times, Fe : 
Prompt to aſſaii, and carel«{s of defenct, * 


In vulnerable in bis impudence, 
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Fe dares the world: and. eager of a name, 
Fethruſts about, and juſlles into fame. 
Fratleſs, and fatire-proof, he tcow'rs the ſtreets, 
And runs an Indian-muck at all he mects. 
d fond of loud report, that not to miſs 
oi being known (his laſt and utmoſt bliſs) 
He rather would he known for what he is. 
Such was, and is thc captain of the teſt, 
Tho' half his virtues are not here expreſs'd ; 
The modeſty of fame conceals the reſt. 
The ſpleen ful Pigcons never could create 
Apriace more proper to revenge their hate: 
herd, more proper to revenge, than ſave; 
A king, whom in his writh the Almighty gave: 
farall the grace the landlord had allow'd, 
kt made the Buzzard and the Pigcons proud; 
bare time to fix their friends, and to ſeduce the 
crowd. | 
They long their fellow-ſubjects to inthral, 
Their patron's promite into queſtion call, 
and rainly think he meant to make cm lords of all 
falie fears their leaders fail'd not to ſuggeſt, 
Aifthe Doves were to be diſpoſſeſs'd: 

Vor fighs, nor ęrouns, nor gosgling eyes did want; 
non the Pigeons too had learn'd to cant. | 
houſe of pray'r is ſtack'd with large increaſe ; 

"x doors, nor windows can contain the preſs; 

ler birds of ev'ry feather fill th'abode; 

Ta Atheiſts out of en vy own a God : 

ad reeking from the ſtews adult*rers come, 
Coths and Vandals to dcmolith Rome. 
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That conſcience, which to all their crimes was mute, 


Now calls aloud, and crics to perſecute : 
No rigour of the laws to be releas'd, 


And much the leſs, becauſe it was their lord's requeſt; 


They thought it great, their ſov'reign to controul, 

And nam'd their pride, nobility of ſoul. | 
Tis true the Pigeons, and their prince · elect, 

Were ſhort of pow'r, their purpoſe to eſſect: 


But with their quills did all the hurt they cou'd, 


And cuff'd the tender chickens from their food : 
And much the Buzzard in their cauſe did ſtir, 
Tho' naming not the patron, to infer 
With all reſpect, he was a groſs idolater. 

But when th' imperial owner did eſpy, 
That thus they turn'd their grace to villany, 
Not ſuff ring wrath to diſcompoſe his mind, 
He ſtrove a temper for th'extremes to find, | 
So to be juſt, as he might till be kind; } 
Then all maturely wcigh'd, pronounc'd a doom 
Of ſacred ſtrength for every age to come. | 
| By this the Doves their wealth and ſtate poſſeſs, 

No rights infring'd, but licence to oppreſs : 

Such pow'r have they as factious lawyers long 
To crowns aſcrib'd, that kings can do no wrong. 
But ſince his own domeſtic birds have try'd 
The dire effects of their deſtructive pride, 
He deems that proof a meaſure to the reſt, 
Concluding well within his kingly breaſt, 
His fowls of nature too unjuſtly were oppreſt. 
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He therefore makes all birds of ev'ry ſet 3 
Free of his farm, with promiſe to reſpect | 5 
Their ſev ral kinds alike, and equally protect. 

His gracious edict the ſame franchiſc yields » i 
To all the wild increaſe of woods and fields, 

And who in rocks aloft, and who in ſteeples builds: 

To Crows the like impartial grace affords, 


And Coughs and Daws, and ſuch republic birds; 


Secur'd with ample privilege to feed, 
Each has his diſtrict, and his bounds decreed 2: 
Combin'd in common int'reſt with his own, 
But not to paſs the Pigeons Rubicon. 

Here ends the reign of his pretended Dove; 


| All prophecies accompliſh'd from above, 


For Shiloh comes the ſceptre to remove; 
Reduc'd from her imperial high abode, 
Like Dionyſius to a private rod, 


The paſſive church, that with pretended gr Py 
Did her diſtinctive mark in duty place, | 


vos touch'd, reviles her Maker to his face. 


What after happen'd is not hard to gueſs: 
The ſmall beginnings had a large increaſe, 
Aud arts and wealth ſucceed, the ſecret ſpoils of 
Tis ſaid, the Doves repented, tho' too late, 
Become the ſmiths of their own fooliſh fate: 


| Nor did their owner haſten their ill hour ; 


But ſunk in credit, they decreas'd in pow'r: 
Like ſnows in warmth that mildly paſs away, 
Diſſolving in the ſilence of decay. | 
Vor. II. 1 
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The Buzzard, not content with equal place, 
Invites the feather'd Nimrods of his race: 
To hide the thinneſs of their flock from ſight, 
And all together make a ſeeming goodly flight: 
Vut each have ſep'rate int'reſts of their own ; 
Two Czars are one too many for a throne. 
Nor can th'uſurper long abſtain from food; 
Already he has taſted Pigeons blood : 
And may be tempted to his former fare, | 
When this indulgent lord ſhall late to kcav'n repait. 
Pare benting times, and moulting months may come, 
When, lagging late, they cannot reach their home; 
Or rent in ſchiſm (for ſo their fate decrees) 
Like the tumultuous college of the bees, 
They fight their quarrel, by themſelves oppreſt; 
The tyrant ſmiles below, and waits the falling feaſt, 
Thus did the gentle Hind her fable end, | 
Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend ; 
But with affeted yawnings at the cloſe, 
Scem'd to require her natural repoſe : 
For now the ſtreaky light began to peep ; 
And ſetting ſtars admoniſh'd both to ſleep. 
The dame withdrew, and, wiſhing to her gueſt 
1 ke peace of Heav'n, betook herſelf to reſt. 
Ten ti:oufand angels on her ſlumbers wait, 
V":th glerious viſions of her future ſtate. 
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EES SAT uroN SATIRE. 


By Mr. Davrorxx, and the Earl of Molckave. 


w dull, and how inſenſible a beaſt 

Is man, who yet would lord it o'er the reſt ? 
Philoſophers and poets vainly ſtrove 

la ry agg the lumpiſh maſs to move: 


* = ol = pedants, when compar'd with theſe, 
a know, not only to inſtruct, but plcaſe. 


Poets alone found the delightful way, 


| Myſterious morals gently to convey 


In charming numbers; ſo that, as men grew 


| Pleas'd with their poems, they grew wilcr too. 


Satire has always ſhone among the reſt, 


And is the boldeſt way, if not the beſt, 


To tell men freely of their foulcſt faults, 
To laugh at their vain deeds, and vainer thoughts. 


u ſitire too the wiſe took diff rent ways, 


To each deſerving its peculiar praiſe. 
Some did all folly with juſt ſharpneſs blame, 


Whilſt others laugh'd and ſcorn d em into ſhame. 


bat, of theſe two, the laſt ſucceeded beſt, 

As men aim righteſt when they ſhoot in jeſt. 

Tet, if we may preſume to blame our guides, 

And cenſure thoſe, who cenſure all beſides : 

la other things they juſtly are preferr d; 

la this alone methinks the ancicats err d: 
I'2 
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Againſt the groſſeſt follies they declaim; 
Hard they purſue, but hunt ignoble game. 
Nothing is eaſier than ſuch blots to hit, 

And 'tis the talent of each vulgar wit : 
Beſides, tis la bom loſt; for who would preach 
Morals to Armſtrong, or dull Aſton teach? 
*Tis b'ing devout at play, wiſe at a ball, 

Or bringing wit and friendſhip to Whitehall. 
But with ſharp eyes thoſc nicer faults to find, 
Which ly obſcurely in the witcſt ming; —_— 
That little ſpeck, which all the reſt does ſp * 
To waſh off that would be a noble toil; | 
Beyond the looſe-writ libels of this age, 

Or the forc'd ſcenes of our declining ſtage; 
Above all cenſure too, each little wit 

Will be ſo glad to ſee the greater hit; 

Who judging better, though concern'd the moſt, 
Of ſuch correction will have cauſe to boaſt, 
In ſuch a ſatire all would ſeek a ſhare, 

And ev'ry fool will fancy he is there. 

Old- ſtory tellers too muſt pine and die, 

To ſee their antiquated wit laid by; 

Like her, who miſs'd her name in a lampoon, 
And griev'd to find herſelf decay d ſo ſoon. 

No common coxcomb muſt be mention'd here; 
Nor the dull train of dancing ſparks appear; 
Nor fluttering officers, who never fight; 

Of ſuch a wretched rabble who would write? 
Much leſs half wits : that's more againſt our rules; 
For they arc fops, the other are but fools. | 
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Who would not be as filly as Dunbar? 

As dull as Monmouth, rather than Sir Carr ? 

The cunning courtier ſhould be lighted too, 

Who with dull knavery makes ſo much ado; 

Till the ſhrewd fool, by thriving too, too fall, 

Like Eſop's fox, becomes a prey at laſt, 

Nor ſhall the royal miſtreſſes be nam'd, 

Too ugly, or too eaſy to be blam'd; 

Vith whom each rhyming fool keeps ſuch a pother, 


"| They are as common that way as the other: 


I Tt faunt'ring Ch—s between his beaſtly brace, 
Meets with diſſembling (till in either place, 7 
Aſected humour, or a painted face. 4 
I loyal libels we have often told him, 
How one has jilted him, the other fold him: 
How that affects to laugh, how this to weep; 
But who can rail ſo long as he can ſleep ? 
Vas ever prince at once by two miſ- led, 
Rlſe, fooliſh, old, ill-natur'd, and ill-bred ? 
Emecly and Ayleſ—ry, with all that race 
Of buſy blockheads, ſhall have here no place; 
At council ſet as foils on D-—'s ſcore, 
To make that great falſe jewel ſhine the more: 
Vho all that while was thought exceeding wiſe, 
Only for taking pains and telling lies. 
but there's no meddling with ſuch nauſeous men; 
Their very names have tir d my lazy pen: 
Tis time to quit their company, and chooſe 
Some fitter ſubject for a ſharper muſe. 
13 
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Firſt, let's behold the merrieſt man alive 
Againſt his careleſs Genius vainly ſtrive; 
Quit his dear caſe, ſome deep deſign to lay, 
_ *Gainſt a ſer time, and then forget the day: 
Yet he will laugh at his beſt fricnds, and be 
Juſt as good company as Nokes and Lee. 
But when he aims at reaſon or at rule, 
He turns himſelf the beſt to ridicule. 
Let him at buſineſs ne er ſo earneſt (it, 
Shew him but mirth, and bait that mirth with wit 
That ſhadow of a jeſt ſhall be enjoy'd, 
Though he left all mankind to be deftroy'd. 
So cat transform'd fat gravely and demure, 
Till moute appear'd, and thought himliclf ſecure; 
But ſoon the lady had him in her eye, | 
And from her friend did juſt as oddly fly. 
Reaching above our nature does no good; 
We muſt fall back to our old fleſh and blood, 
As by our little Machiavcl we find 
(That nimbleſt creature of the buſy kind) 
His limbs are crippled, and his body ſhakes; 
Yet his hard mind, which all this buſtle makes, | 
No pity of its poor companion takes. 
What gravity can hold from laughing out, 
To ſee him drag his fceble legs about, 
Like hounds ill-coupled ? Jowler lugs him till 


Through hedges, ditches, and through all that's il 


*T were crime in any man but him alone, 


To uſe a body fo, though tis one's own: 
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Yet this falſe comfort never gives him o'er, 

That, whilſt he creeps, his vig'rous thoughts can ſoar? 

Alas! that ſoaring, to thoſe few that know, 

I but a buſy grovelling here below. | | 

$ men in raptures think they mount the ſky, 

Whilſt on the ground th'intrenched wretches lie: > 

$o modern fops have fancied they could fly. 

As the new earl, with parts deſerving praiſe, 

And wit enough to laugh at his own ways; 

Yet loſes all ſoft days and ſenſual nights, 

Kind nature checks, and kinder fortune flights: 

Striving againſt his quiet all he can, 

For the fine notion of a buſy man. 

And what is that, at beſt, but one, whoſe mind, 

| b made to tire þimſelt and all mankind ? 

For Ireland he would 30; faith, let him reign; 

For if ſome odd fantait.c lord would fain 

| Carry in trunks, and all my drudzery do, 

I'll not only pay him, but admire him too. 

But is there any other beaſt that lives, 

Who his own harm fo wittily contrives ? 

Will any dog that has his tecth and ſtones, 

Refin'dly leave his bitches and his bones, 

| To turn a whecl? and bark to be cmploy d, 

| Vhile Venus is by rival dogs enjoy'd? 

Yet this fond man, to get a ſtateſman's name, 

Forfcits his friends, his freedom, and his fame. 

| Though, ſatire nicely writ, no humour ſtings 
Bat thoſe who merit praiſe in other things: 
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Yet we muſt needs this one exception make, 

And break our rules for folly Tropos fake; 

Who was too much deſpis'd to be accus'd, 

And therefore ſcarce deſerves to be abus'd; 

Rais'd only by his mercenary tongue, 

For railing ſinoothly, and tor rcas'ning wrong. 

As boys, on holy days let looſe to play, 

Lay waggiſh traps for girls that paſs that way; 

Then ſhout to ſce in dirt and decp diltreis 

Some filly cit in her flow'r'd foolith dreſs: 

So have | mighty ſatisfaction found, 

To ſec his tinſel reaſon on the ground: 

To ſee the florid fool deſpis d (and know it) 

By ſome who ſcarce have words enough to ſhew it; 

(For ſenſe fits filent, and condemns for weaker 

The finer, nay, ſometimes the witticſt ſpeaker) 

But 'tis prodigious to much eloquence | 

Should be acquired by ſuch little ſenſe; 

For words and wit did anciently agree, 

And Tully was no fool, though this man be: 

At bar abuſive, on the bench unable, | 

Knave on the wool-ſack, fop at council-table. 

Theſe are the grievance of ſuch fools as wou'd 

Be rather wiſe than honeſt, great than good. 
Some other kind of wits muſt be made known, 

Whoſe harmleſs errors hurt themſelves alone; 

Exceſs of luxury they think can pleaſe, 

And lazineſs call loving of their eaſe : 

To live diſſolv'd in pleaſures ſtill they feign, 

Though their whole life's but intermitting pain: 
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| much of ſarfeits, head-aches, claps are ſcen, 


we ſcarce perceive the little time between : 
well meaning men who make this groſs miſtake, 
And pleaſure love only for plcaſure's take; 
Each pleaſure has its price, and when we pay 
Too much of pain we ſquander life away. 

Thus D —et, purring like a thoughtful cat, 


[| Marri'd, but wiſcr puſs nc'er thought of that: 


Ani firſt he worried her with railing rhyme, 
Like Pembroke's maſtitfs at his kindeſt time; 
Then for one night ſold all his flaviſh life, 

A teeming widow, but a barren wife ; 

$well'd by contact of ſuch a fulſome toad, 

He lugg'd about his matrimonal load ; 

Till fortune, blindly kind as well as he, 

Has ill reſtor'd him to his liberty; 

Which he would uſe in his old ſacaking way, 
Drinking all night, and dozing all the day 


Dull as Ned Hou ard, whom his briſker times 


Had fam'd for dulneſs in malicious rhymes. 


Mul — ve had much ado to *icape the ſnare, 
Though learn'd in all thoſe arts that cheat tlie fair: 
For after all his vulgar marriage mocks, 

With beauty dazzled Numps was in the ſtocks ; 
Deluded parents dry'd their weeping eyes, 

To ſee him catch his tartar for his prize: 

Tu impatient town waited the wiſh'd-for change, 
And cuckolds ſmil'd in hopes of ſweet revenge: 
Till Petworth plot made us with ſorrow ſee, 

As his eſtate, his perſon too was free : 
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Him no ſoft thoughts, no gratitude could more; 
To gold he fled from beauty and from love; 
| Yet failing there he keeps his freedom ſtill, 
Forc'd to live happily againſt his will: 
*Tis not his fault, if too much wealth and pow'r 
Bre k not his boaſted quict every hour. 
And little Sid, for ſimile renown'd, 
Pleaſure has always ſought but never found: 
Though all his thoughts on wine and women fall, 
His are fo bad, ſure he ne'er thinks at all. 
His fleſh he lives upon is rank and ſtrong, 
His meat and miſtreſſes are kept too long. 
But ſure we all miſtake this pious man, 
Who mortifics his perſon all he can: 
What we uncharitably take for ſin, 
Are only rules of this odd Capuchin; 
For never hermit, under grave pretence, 
Has liv'd more contrary to common ſenſe; 
And 'tis a miracle we may ſuppoſe, 
No naſtineſs offends his ſkilful noſe; | 
Which from all ſtink can with peculiar art 
Extract perfume, and eſſence from a f—t: 
Expecting ſupper is his great delight ; | 
He tolls all day but to be drunk at night: 
Then o'er his cups this night - bird chirping ſits, 
Till he takes Hewet, and Jack Hall for wits. 
Roch—r I deſpiſe for want of wit, 
Though thought to have a tail and cloven feet ; 
For while he miſchicf means to all mankind, 
Himſelf alone the ill effets does find: 
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And ſo like witches juſtly ſuffers ſhame, 

Whoſe harmleſs malice is ſo much the ſame. 

Falſe are his words, aſſected is his wit; 

$ often he does aim, fo ſeldom hit; 

To every face he cringes while he ſpeaks, 

But when the back is turn'd the head he breaks: 
Mean in each action, lewd in every limb, 
Manners themſelves are miſchievous in him: 

A proof that chance alone makes every creature, 
A very Killig—w without good nature. | 
For what a Beſſus has he always liv'd, 

And his own kickings notably contriv'd ? 

For (there's the folly that's ſtill mix'd with fear) 
Cowards more blows than any hero bear; 

| Offighting ſparks ſome may their pleaſures ſay, 
But 'tis a bolder thing to run away : | 
The world may well forgive him all his ill, 

For ev'ry fault does prove his penance ſtill : 
Falſely he falls into ſome dang'rous nooſe, 

| And then as meanly labours to get looſe: 

A life fo infamous is better quitting, 

Spent in baſe injury and low ſubmitting. 

I'd like to have left out his poetry ; 

Forgot by all, almoſt as well as me. 

Sometimes he has ſome humour, never wit, 

And if it rarely, very rarely, hit, 

Tis under ſo much naſty rubbiſh laid, 

To find it out's the cinder woman's trade : 

Who, for the wretched remnants of a fire, 

Muſt toil all day in aſhes and in mire: 
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So lewdly dull his idle works appear, 
The wretch<d texts deſerve no comments here; | 
Where one poor thought, ſometimes, left all alone, 
For a whole page of duincls muſt atone. 

How vaia a tning is man, and how unwiſe 
Ev'n he, who would himſelf the moſt deſpiſe? 
1 ho ſo wiſe and humble ſeem to be, 

M .,w my own vanity and pride cant” ſee. 
While the world's nonſenſe is fo ſharply ſhewn 
We pull down others but to iaiſe our own; 
That we may angels ſeem, we paint them elves, 
And are but ſatires to ſet up ourſelves. | 
I. who have all this while been finding fault, 
Een with my maſter, «ho firſt ſatire taught; 
And did by that deſcribe the taſk fo hard, 
It ſcems ſtupendous and above reward; 
Now labour with unequal force to climb 
That lofty hill, unreach'd by former time: 
"Tis juſt that I ſhould to the bottom fall, 
Learn to write well, or not to write at all. 
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TO THE 
DUTCHESS OF YORK, 


1 oa her Return from ScoTLand in the Year 1683. 


* gen factious rage to cruel exile drove 

Ihe queen of beruty. and the court of love, 
The Muſcs drogp'd, with ir forſaken arts, 
And thc fad Cupids bre. their ufcle:s darts: 
Our ſtui-rul plains to ies and defarts turn'd, 
Like Eden's tac, wicu Lauth d man it mourn d. 
Lore was no more, when loyalty was gone, 
The great ſupyorter ot t awvtul throne, 
Love couid no longer ator beauty (iy, 
But wander'd noriawaid to the verge of day, 
| As if the ſun and he had loſt their way. 
| Bat now th' ili::ctrions nymph, return' again, 
lings every gra e triumphant in her train. 
The wond'ring Nereids, tho' they rais'd no ſtorm, 
 Foreſlow'd her paiſaze, to behold her form: 

Some cry'd. A Venus; ſome, A Thetis paſt ; 
But this was not ſo fair. nor that fo chaſte, 
far from her ſight flew Faction, Strite, and Pride; 
And Envy did but look on her, and dy'd. 
Vhate'cr we ſuſſer d from our ſuilen fate, 
Her ſight is purchas'd at an eaſy rate. 
Three gloomy years againſt this day were ſet; 
kit this one migity ſum has clear'd the debt; 
K 2 
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Like Joſeph's dream, but with a better doom, 
The famine paſt, the plenty ſtill to come. 

For her the weeping heavens become ſerene ; 
For her the ground is clad in chearful green: 
For her the nightingales are taught to ſing, 
Aad nature has for her delay'd the ſpring. 


And Love, reſtor d, his ancient realm ſurveys, 
Recalls our beauties, and revives our plays; 

His waſte dominions peoples once again, 

And from her preſence dates his ſecond reign. 
But awful charms on her fair forchead ſit, 
Diſpenſing what ſhe never will admit: 

Pleaſing, yet cold, like Cynthia's filrer beam, 
The pcople's wonder, and the poet's theme. 
Diſtemper'd zeal, ſedition, canker'd hate, 

No more ſhall vex the church, and tear the ſtate: 
No more ſhall faction civil diſcords move, 

Or only diſcords of too tender love: 

Diſcord, like that of muſic's various parts; 
Diſcord, that makes the harmony of hearts; 
Diſcord. that only this diſpute ſhall bring, 

Who beſt ſhall love the Duke, and ſerve the King, 


The muſe reſumes her long-forgotten lays, | 


To my honoured Friend Dr. CRARLT Tov, on his 
learned and uſeful Works; but more particularly 
his Treatiſe of SroNE-HEN Gr, by him reſtored to 
the true F —— 


ur 3 tyranny that ever ſway d, 
Was that wherein our anceſtors betray'd 

Their free-born reaſon to the Staevrite, 
And made his torch their univerſal light. 
$ truth, while only one ſupply'd the ſtate, 
Grew ſcarce, and dear, and yet ſophiſticate. 
Still it was bought, like emp' ric wares, or charms, 
Hard words ſcal'd up with Ariſtotle's arms. 
Columbus was the firſt that ſhook his throne ; 
And found a Temp'rate in a Torrid Zone : 


The feverilh air fann'd by a cooling breeze, 


The fruitful vales fet round with ſhady trees; 
And guiltlefs men who danc'd away their time, 
Freſh as their groves, and happy as their clime. 


Had we ſtill paid that homage to a name, 


Which only God and Nature juſtly claims 
The weſtern ſcas had been our utmoſt bound, 
Where poets ſtill might dream the tun was drown'd ; 
And all the ſtars, that ſhine in ſouthern ſkies, 
Had been admir'd by none but ſavage eyes. 
Among th' aſſerters of free reafon's claim, 
Our nation's not the leaſt in worth of fame. 
The world to Bacon does not only owe 
Is preſent knowledge, but its future tows 
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Gilbert ſhall live, till load -ſtones ceaſe to draw, 
Or Britiſh fleets the boundleſs ocean awe. 


And noble Boyle, not leſs in nature ſeen, 
Than his great brother read in ſtates and men. 


The circling ſtreams, once thought but pools of blood, | 


(Whether life's fuel, or the body's food) 

From dark oblivion Hervey's name ſhall ſave; 

While Ent keeps all the honour that he gave. 

Nor are you, learned friend, the leaſt renown'd; 

Whoſe fame, not circumſcrib'd with Engliſh ground, 

Flies like the nimble journies of the light; 

And is, like that, unſpent too in its flight. 

Whatever truths have been, by art, or chance, 

Redeem'd from error, or from ig norance, 

Thin in their authors (like rich veins of ore) 

Your works unite, and ſtill diſcover more. 

Such is the healing virtue of your pen, 

To perfect cures on books, as well as men. 

Nor is this work the leaſt : you well may give 

To men new vigour, who make ſtones to lire. 

Through you, the Danes (their ſhort dominion loſt) 

A longer conqueſt than the Saxons boaſt. 

SroxE-H Nr, once thought a temple, you have found 

A throne, where kings, our earthly gods, u ere crown'd; 

Where by their wond'ring ſubjects they were ſeen, 

Joy'd with their ſtature, and their princely mien, 

Our Sovereign here above the reſt might ſtand, 

And here he choſe again to 1ule the land. 
Theſe ruins ſhelter'd once his ſacred head, 

When he from Wor'ſter's fatal battle fled; 
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| Vatch'd by the genius of this royal place, 
And mighty viſions of tic Danith race. 
fis refuge, then, was tor a temple hon: 
Bat, he reſtor'd, tis now become a throne, 
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To the Lady CasT1.EMAIN, upon her encouraging 
his firſt Play, 


s ſeamen, ſhipwreck'd on ſome happy ſhore, 
„ |V** Diſcover wealth in lands unknown before; 
Id, what their art had labour'd long in vain, 

I their misfortunes happily obtain: 
do much-envy'd muſe, by ſtorms long toſt, 
kttrown upon your hoſpitable coaſt, 
aud finds more favour by her ill ſucceſs, 
Ia ſhe could hope for by her happineſs, 
Oe Cato's virtue did the gods oppoſi; 
Wk they the victor, he the vanquith'd choſe : 
I vou have done what Cato could not do, 
Io chooſe the vanquiſh'd, and reſtore him too. 
) Pacers till triumph, and gain their cauſe 
 Ptkeic deſerts, or by the world's applauſc; 
la merit crowns, an4 juſtice laurels give, 
kt let me happy by your pity lire. 
Ine poets empty fame and praiſe deſpiſe, 
are is the trumpet, but your ſmile the prize. 
u ſt above, and ſce vain men below 
nend for what you only can beſtow : 
r thoſe great actions, others do by chance, 

* like your beauty, your inheritance ; 
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So great a ſoul, ſuch ſwectneſs join'd in one, 

Could only ſpring from noble Grandiſon. 
| You, like the ſtars, not by reflexion bright, 
Are born to your own heœav'n, and your own light; 
Like them are good, but from a nobler cauſe, 
From your own «xnouledge, not from nature's laws, 
Your power you never utc, but for defence, 
To guard your own, or others innocence 2 
Your foes are ſuch, as th.y, rut ) 3, have made, 
And virtue moy repcl, tho” nt 1avauc, 
Such courage did the ancient heroes ſhow, 
Mo, when they miglit prevent, wou uit the be: 
Wich tuck aulurance as they rant to fur, 
Ve will o'ercone, but ſcorn the ſafeſt v ay, 
What further ftar of danger can there be? 
Ecauty. which captives all things, ſets me free. 
Pont. "TY A111 judge Py my ſucces, 
I had the Creclan port's happineſs, 
Who, waving plots, found out a better war; 
Some god deſcended, ard preferv'd the play. 
When firſt the triumphs of your Ks were ung 
By thoſe old pocts, Beauty was bat yours, 
And few admir'd the rative red and ulite, 
Till pocts drefs'd them vp, to charm the ſaht: 
So Beauty took oa truſt, and did engage 
For ſums ct praiſes till ſhe came to ge. 
But this long-growing debt to poctry 
You, juſtly, Madam, have diſcharg d to me, 
When your applauſe and favour did infuſe, 
New life to my condemn'd and dying muſs. 
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To my honoured Friend Sit RonerT Howann, 


on his excellent Poems. 


A there is muſic uninform'd by art 

In thoſe wild notes, which with a merry heart 
The birds in unfrequented ſhades expreſs, 
Who, better taught at home, yet pleaſe vs leſs : 
$0 in your verſe a native ſweetneſs dwells, 
Which thames compoſure, and its art excells. 
Singing no more can your ſoft numbers grace, 
Than paint add charms unto a beautcvus face. 
Yet as, when mighty rivers gently creep, | 
Their even calmneſs docs ſuppoſe them deep; 
duch is your muſe: no mctaphor ſwell'd high 
With dang'rous boldneſs lifts her to the ſky : 
Thoſe mounting fancies, when they fall again, 
Shew ſand and dirt at bottom do remain. 
So firm a ſtrength, and yet withal fo ſweet, 
Did never but in Samſon's riddle meet. 
Tis ſtrange each line fo great a weight ſhould bear, 
And yet no ſign of toil, no ſweat appcar. 
Either your art hides art, as Stoics fcign 
Then leaſt to feel, when moſt they ſuffer pain; 
And we, dul! fouls, admire, but cannot ſee 
What hidden ſprings within the engine be: 
Or 'tis ſome happincſs that (till purives 
Ich act and motion of your graceful muſe. 
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Ot is it fortune's work. that in your head 

The curious Net that is for fancies {pread, 

Let's thro' its meſhes every meaner thought, 

While rich idcas there are only caught ? 

Sure that's not all; this is a piece too fair 

To be the child of chance, and not of care. 

No atoms caſually together hurl'd 

Could c'er produce ſo beautiful a world. 

Nor dare I ſuch a doctrine here admit, 

As weuld deſtroy the providence of wit. 

Tis your ſtrong genius then which docs not feel 

Thoſe weights, would make a weaker ſpirit recl. - 

To carry weight, and run fo lightly too, 

Is what alone your Pegaſus can do. 

Great Hetrculcs himſelf could nc'er do more, 

Than not to feel thoſe hcavens and gods he bore. 
Your eaſicr odes, which for delight were penn d, 

Yet our inſtruction make their fecoad end: 

We're both enrich'd and plcas'd, like tliem that woe 

At once a beauty, and a fortune tco. 

Of moral knowledge pocſy was queen, 

And ſtill ſhe might, had wanton wirs not been; 

Who, like ii] guardians, liv'd thenifchres at large, 

And, not content with that, debauch'd thei charge 

Like ſome brave captain, vour ſucceſoſul pen 

Reſtores the exi!'d to Her crown again: 

And gives us hope, that having ſeen the days 

When nothing flouriſh'd but fanztic bays, 
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l vill at length in this opinion reſt, 


A ſober prince's government is beſt.” 

This is not all; your art the way has found 

To make th' improvement of the richeſt ground, 
That foil which thoſe immortal laurels bore, 

That once the ſacred Maro's temples wore. 

Elifa's grief are fo expreſs d by you, 

They are too eloquent to have been true. 

lad ſhe fo ſpoke, Æneas had obey'd 

Vhat Dido, rather than what Jove had faid. 

f funeral rites can give a ghoſt repoſe, 

Jour muſe fo juſtly has diſcharged thoſe, 

Nu ſhade may now its wand'ring ceaſe, 

Ard claim a title to the i145 of peace. 

but if Eneas be oblig'd, no leſs 

Jour kindneſs great Achilles doth conſcſs; 

Who, dreſs'd by Statius in too bold a look, 

Did ill become thoſe virgin robes he took. 
Tounderſtand how much we owe to you, | 
Ve muſt your numbers, with your author's, view; 


en we ſhall fee his work was lamely rough, 


Eh fgure Riff, as if deſign'd in buff: 

fs colours laid fo thick on every place, 

M only ſhew'd the paint, but hid the face. 
I 2 in perſpective we beauties ſee, 

Vick in the glaſs. not in the picture, be; 


: do dere our ſight obligingly miſtakes 


That wealth, which his your bounty only makes. 
Thus rulgai diſhes are, by cooks diſguis'd, 
ore for their dreſſing, than their ſuvitance priz d. 
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Your curious * notes ſo ſearch into that age, 
When all was fable but the ſacred page, 

That, ſince in that dark night we needs muſt ſtray, 
We are at lcaſt mis-led in pleaſant way. 

But what we moſt admire, your verſe no leſs 

The prophet than the poet doth confeſs. 

Ere our weak eyes diſcern'd the doubtful ſtreak 
Of light, you ſaw great Charles his morning break, 
So ſkilful ſeamen ken the land from far, 

Which ſhews like miſts to the dull paſſenger. 

To Charles your muſe firſt pays your duteous love, 
As ſtill the ancients did begin from Jove. 

With Monk you end, whoſe name preſerv'd ſhall be, 
As Rome recorded + Rufus' memory, 

Who thought it greater honour to obey 

His country's int'reſt, than the world to ſway. 
But to write worthy things of worthy men, 

Is the peculiar talent of your pen: = 

Yet let me take your mantle up, and I 

Will venture in your right to propheſy. 

© This work, by merit firſt of fame ſecure, 

6% Is likewiſe happy in its geniture : 


4 For, ſince tis born when Charles aſcends the throne, 


© It ſhares, at once, his fortune and its own.” 


. — 
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Annotations on Statius. 
+ Hic ſitus eſt Rufus, qui pulſo vindice quondam 
Imperium aſſcruit non ſibi, ſed patriac, 
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To tbe Earl of 8 on his excellent 
Eſſay on Tranſlated Verſe. 


Werra: the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian ſhore, 
The ſeeds of arts and infant-ſcience bore, 

Tis ſure the noble plant, tranſlated firſt, 

Advanc'd its head in Grecian gardens nurſt. 

The Grecians added verſe : their tuneful tongue 

Made Nature firſt, and Nature's God their ſong, 

Nor ſtopt tranſlation here : for conqu'ring Rome, 

With Grecian ſpoils, brought Grecian numbers home; 

Enrich'd by thoſe Athenian muſes more, 

Than all the vanquiſh'd world could yield before. 

Till barb'rous nations, and more bard'rous times, 

Debas'd the majeſty of verſe to rhimes; 

Thoſe rude at firſt: a kind of hobbling proſe, 

That limp'd along, and tinkled in the cloſe. 


| But Italy, reviving from the trance 


Of Vandale, Goth; and Monkiſh ignorance, 
With pauſes, cadence, and well-vowel' d words, 
And all the graces a good ear affords, 
Made rhime an art, and Dante's poliſh'd page 
Reſtor'd a ſilver, not a golden age. 
Then Petrarch follow'd, and in him we ſee, : 
What rhime improv'd in all its height can be: ; 
At beſt a pleaſing ſound, and fair barbarity. 
The French purſu d their ſteps; and Britain, laſt, 
la manly ſweetneſs all „ 
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The wit of Greece, the gravity of Rome, 
Appear exalted in the Britiſh loom : 
'The muſes empire is reſtor'd again, 
In Charles his rcign, and by Roſcommon's pen. 
Yet modeſtly he does his work ſurvey, 
And calls a finiſh'd poem an Essar; 
For all the needful rules are ſcatter'd here; 
Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere; 
So well is art diſguis'd, for nature to appear. 
Nor need thoſe rules to give tranſlation light: 
His own example is a flame fo bright; 
That he, who but arrives to copy well, 
Unguided will advance, unknowing will excell. 
Scarce his own Horace could ſuch rules ordain, 
Or his own Virgil ſing a nobler ſtrain. 
How much in him may riſing Ireland boaſt, 
How much in gaining him has Britain loſt! 
"Fiicir ifland in revenge has ours reclaim'd; 
"the more inſtructed we, the more we ſtill are ſham'd 
[is well for vs his generous blood did flow 
Deriv'd from Britiſh channels long ago, 
That here his conqu'ring anceſtors were nurſt; 
And Ireland but tranilated England firſt: 
Ey this r-priilul we reg ain our richt, 
11% muſt the two contendipg nations fight; 
ler quarrel for his native carth, 
ut divided Greece ſur Homer's birth. 
Tr: wi d perfretten will our tongue arrive, 
io will invention and tianſlation thrive, 
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Then authors nobly born will bear their part, 


And not diſdain th' inglorious praiſe of art! 


| Great generals thus, deſcending from command, 


With their own toil provoke the ſoldiers hand. 
How will ſwect Ovid's ghoſt be pleas'd to hear 
His fame augmeated by an Englith peer“; 

How he embelliſhes his Helen's loves, 

Out-does his ſoftneſs, and his ſenſe improves ? 
When theſe tranflate, and teach tran{lators too, 
Nor firſtling kid nor any vulgar vow, 

Should at Apollo's gratcrul altar ſtand : 
Roſcommon writes; to that aufpicious hand, 
Muſe, feed the bull that ſpurns the yellow ſand. 
Roſcommon, whom both court and camps commend, 
True to his prince, and faithful to his friend; 
Roſcommon firſt in fields of honour known, 

Firlt in the peaceful triumphs of the gown; 
Who both Minervas juſtly makes his own. 

Now let the few bclov'd by Jove, and they 
Whom infus'd Titan ſorm'd of better clay, 


On equal terms with ancient wit engage, 
Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſactedd Virgil's page: 


Our Engliſh palace opens wide in ſtate; 
And without ſtooping t!.cy may pals the gate. 


— — — 


Tbe Earl of Mulgrave. 


L 3 


124 irre 


A Letter to Sir Groxcr Erurzzet 


1 you who live in chill degree, 
As map informs, of fifty three, 

And do not much for cold atone, 

By bringing thither fifty one, 

Methinks all climes ſhould be alike, 

From Tropic e en to Pole Artique; 

Since you have ſuch a conſtitution 

As no where ſuffers diminution. 

You can be old in grave debate, 

And young in love-affairs of ſtate; 

And both to wives and huſbands ſhow 

The vigour of a plenipo. 

Like mighty miſſioner you come 

Ad partes infidelium. 

A work of wond'rous merit ſure, 

So far to go, ſo much t' indure; 

And all to preach to German dame, 

Where ſound of Cupid never came. 


Leſs had you done, had you been ſent 


As far as Drake or Pinto went, 

For cloves or nutmegs to the Line-a, 
Or een for oranges to China. 

'That had indeed been charity; 
Where love- ſick ladies helpleſs lie, 
Chapt, and for want of liquor dry. 
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Bat you have made your zeal appear 
Within the circle of the Bear. 
What region of the carth's fo dull, 
That is not of your labours full? 
Triptolemus (fo ſung the nine) 
Strew'd plenty from his cart divine. 
But ſpite of all theſe fable-makers, 
He never ſow'd on Almain actes: 
No. that was left by fate's decree, 
To be perform'd and ſung by thee. 
Thou break'iſt thro' forms with as much caſc 
As the French King thro' articles. 
In grand affairs thy days are ſpent, 
In waging weighty compliment, 
With ſuch as monarchs repreſent. 
They, whom ſuch vaſt fatigues attend, 
Want ſome ſoft minutes to unbend, 
To ſhew the world that now and then 
| Great miniſters are mortal men. 
Then Rhenich rummers walk the round; 
In bumpers ev'ry king is crown'd ; 
Beſides three holy mitred Hectors, 
And the whole college of Etcttors. 
No health of pot-ntate is ſunk, 
That pays to make his envoy drunk. 
Theſe Dutch delizhts, 1 mention'd laſt, 
Suit not, I know, your Englith taſte: 
For wine to leave a whore or play 


iy 
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Nor need this title give offence, 
For here you were your Excellence, 
For gaming, writing, ſpeaking, keeping, 
His excellence for all but ſleeping. 
Now if you top in form, and treat, 
Tis the ſour ſauce to the ſweet meat, 
The fine you pay for being great. 
Nay, here's a harder impoſition, 
Which is indeed the court's petition, 
That ſetting worldly pomp aſide, 
Which poet has at ſont deny'd, 
You would be pleas d in humble way 
To write a trifle call'd a play. 
This truly is a degradation, | 
But wou'd oblige the crown and nation 
Next to your wiſe negotiation. 
If you pretend, as well you may, 
Your high degree, your friends will fay, 
The Duke St. Aignon made a play. 
If Gallic wit convince you ſcarce, 
His Grace of Bucks has made a farce. 
And you, whoſe comic wit is terſe all, 
Can hardly fall below Rehearſal. 
Then finiſh what you have begun; 
But ſcribble fafter if you can: 
For yet no George, to our diſcerning, 
Has writ without a ten years warning. 
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To Mr SournarRNe, on his Comedy called 
The Wives Excuſe, 


Gear there's a fate in plays, and tis in vain 
To write, while theſe malignant planets reign, 


dome very fooliſh influence rules the pit, 
| Not always kind to ſenſe, or juſt to wit: 


And whilſt it laſts, let buſfoonery ſucceed, 


Jo make us laugh; for never was more nced. 


Farce, in itſclf, is of a naſty ſcent ; 

Put the gain ſmells not of the excrement. 

The Spaniſh nymph a wit and beauty too, 

With all her charms, bore but a ſingle ſhow : 

But let a monſter muſcorite appear, 

He draws a crowded audience round the year. 

May be thou haſt not plcas'd the box and pit; | 
Yet thoſe, who blame thy tale, applaud thy wit: 5 
& Terence plotted, but ſo Terence writ. 

Like his thy thoughts are true, thy language cleans 

Cen lewdncfs is made moral in thy ſcene. 


The hearers may for want of Nokes repine; 


ut reſt ſecure, the readers will be thine. 

Nor was thy labour'd drama damn'd or hiſs'd, 
But with a kind of civility difmis'd ; 

With ſach good manners, as the * Wife did uſe, 
Who, not accepting, did but juſt refute, 
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The Wife in the play, Mrs. Friendall. 
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There was a glance at parting; ſuch a look, 
As bids thee not give o'er, for one rel, uke. 
But if thou wouidlt be ſeen, as well as read, 
Copy one living author, and one dead: 

The ſtandard of thy ſtyle let Etlierege be; 
For wit, th' immortal ſpring of Wycherly : 
Learn, after both, to draw ſome juſt deſign, 
And the next age will karn to cory thine. 


To Mr. Lr on bis ALsxAXBLER. 


Fur blaſt of common cenſure cou'd | fcar, 


Before vour pluy my name ould not ap pen; 


For till be tl.ought, and with teme colour too, 
I pay the biive I fürſt recoiv'd icem you; 
That mutual vouckers for our tanic uc turd, 
And play the game into cach other's hand; 
And as cheap perforths to ourtelves atford, 
As Fcilvs and the brothers of the fa ord. 

Such libels private men may well endure, 
When ſtates and kings themicives arc not ſccare: 
For ill men, conſcious of tl eir inward guilt, 
Think the beſt actions on by-ends are built. 
And yet my ſilence had not 'icap'd their ſpite 
Then, envy had not ſaffer'd me to write; 

For, ſince | could not ignorance pretend, 

Such merit I muit envy or commend. 

So many candidates there ſtand for wit, 


A place at court is ſcarce fo hard to get ; 
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In rain they crowd each other at the door; 
| for Cen reverſions are all begg'd before: 


Deſert, how known ſoer er, is long delay d; | 
And then too fools and knaves are better pay'd. 
Jet, as ſome actions bear ſo great a name, 

That courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame; 


o has the mighty merit of your play 
 Extorted praiſe, and forc'd itſelſ away. 
Tis here, as tis at ſea; who fartheſt goes, 


or dates the moſt, makes all the reſt his foes. 
jet when ſome virtue muchout-zrows the reſt, 
| ſhoots too faſt, and high, to be expreſt; 


| As his heroic worth ſtruck envy dumb, 


Who took the Dutchman, and whocut the boom. 
doch praiſe is yours, while you the paſſions move, 
That tis no longer ſeign'd, tis real love, 


| Where nature triumphs over wretched art; 


Ve only warm the head, but you the heart. 


| Always you warm; and if the riſing year, 
As in hot regions, brings the ſun too near, 


Tis but to make your fragrant ſpices blow, 

Vhich in our cooler climates will not grow. 

They only think you animate your theme 

With too much fire, who are themſelves all phlegm. 


| Prizes wou'd be for lags of ſloweſt pace, 


Vere cripples made the judges of the race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe drones, who praiſe, while they accuſe, 

The too much vigour of your youthful muſe. | 
That humble ſtyle, which they thcir virtue make, 


| bin your pow'r; you need but ſtoop and take. 
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Your beauteons images muſt be allow'd 

By all, but ſome vile poets of the crowd, 
But how ſhou'd any lign-poſt dauber know 
Ihe worth; of ['i:ian or of Angelo? 

Hard features ev ry burg'er can command; 
To draw true beauty ſlicws a maſter's land. 


To my dear Friend Mr. Coxcrtzve, on his Comeh 
called the DovsLe DrAtrTR, 


WII. then the promis d hour is come at laſt; 
The preſent age of wit olſcures the pait; 

Strong were our ſircs, and as they fought they writ, 

Conq'ring with force of arms and dint of wit: 

"T heirs was the gi::nt race before the flood; 

And thus when Charles retvrn'd our empire ſtood, 

Like Janus he the ſtubborn ſoil manur'd, | 

With rules of huſbandry the raukneſs cur'd; 

Tam'd us to manners, when the ſtage was rude; 

And boiſtrous Engliſh wit with art indu'd. 

Our age was cultivated thus at !cngth ; 

But what we gain'd in Kill we loſt in ſtrength. 

Our buildcrs were with want of genius curſt; 

The ſccond temple was not like the firſt : 

Till you, the beſt Vitruvius, came at length; 

Our bcautics equi, but excel our ſtrength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your ſolid Baſe : 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher ſpace: 

Thus all below is ſtrength, and all above is grace, 
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in eaſy dialogue is I letcher's praiſe; | 

He mov'd the mind, but had not pow'r to raiſe, 
Great Johnſon did by ſtrength of judgment pleaſe; 
Yet, doubling Fletcher's force, he wants his caſe, 
I diff ring talents both adorn'd their age; 

One for the ſtudy, t'other for the ſtage. 

But both to Congrexe juſtly thall ſubmit, 

One match d in judgment, both o'crmatch'd in wit. 
In him all beauties of this age we ſee, 

Etherege his courtſhip, Southerne's purity, 

| The ſatire, wit, and ſtrength of manly Wycherly. 


I Allthis in Slooming vonth you have atchiev'd: 


Nor are your foil' contemporaries gricv'd. 
So much the ſwcetnels of your manners move, 
We cannot envy vou, beczuſe we love. 
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he ſaw 
A beardleſs conſul made againſt the law, 
And join his ſuffrage to the votes of Rome; 
Though he with Hannibal was avercome. 
Thus old Romano bow'd to Raphael's fame, 
And ſcholar to the youth he taught became. 
O that your brows my laurel had ſuſtain'd! 

well had | been depos'd, if you had reign'd ; 
Ide father had dutcended for the fon; 
For only you arc lineal to the throne. 
Thus, when the ſtate one Edward did depoſe, 
A greater Edward in his room aroſe. 
But nov, not l, but poctiy is curſt; 

for Tom the ſecond reigns like Tom the ſirſl. 
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But let em not miſtake my patron's part, 

Nor call his charity their own deſert. 

Yet this I propheſy ; 1 hou ſhalt be“ », 

(Tho' with fome ſhort parenthe ſi cen) 

High on the thronc of wit, and, tcatco t:.cre, 

Not mine (that's little) but thy laurel wear. 

Thy firſt a1 en car! promiſe made; 

That early promiſe this has mere than paid. 

So bold, yet fo judiciouſly you dare, 

That your leaſt praiſe is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action, may with pains be wrong 

But genius muſt be born, and never can be taught. 

This is your portion; this your native ſtore; 

Heav'n, that but once was prodigal before, ¶ mon 

To Shakeſpear gave as much; ſhe could not give bin 
Maintain your poſt : that's all the fame you u 

For tis impoſſible you ſhou d proceed. 

Already 1 am worn with cares and age, 

And juſt abandoning th'ungrateful ſtage : 

VUnprofitably kept at Heav'n's expence, 

I live a rent charge on his providence : 

But you, whom ev'ry muſe and grace adorn, 

Whom l foreſee to better fortune born, 

Be kind to my remains; and O defend, 

_ Againſt your judgment, your departed friend! 

Let not th' inſulting foe my fame purſue, | 

But ſhade thoſe laurels which deſcend to vou: 

Ard take for tribute what theſe lines expreſs: 

You merit more; nor cou d my love do leis. 
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| To Mr. GAANVIIIE *, on his excellent Tragedy cal - 


led Heroic Love. 


vsPICIous poet, wert thou not my friend, 
How cou'd I envy, what I muſt commend! 

Jut ſince 'tis nature's law in love and wit, 
That youth ſhou'd reign, and with'ring age ſubmit, 
Vith leſs regret theſe laurels I reſign, 
Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 
Vith better grace an ancient chicf may yield, 
The long-contended honours of the field, 
Than v-nture all his fortune at a caſt, 
And fight, like Hannibal, to loſe at laſt. 
Young princes, obſtinate to win the prize, 
Tho! yearly beaten, yearly yet they riſe: 
Id monarchs, tho' ſucceſsful, ſtill in doubt, 


| Catch at a peace, and wiſely turn devout. 


Thine be the laurel then; thy blooming age 

Can beſt, if any can, ſupport the ſtage; 

Which ſo declines, that ſhortly we may ſee 

Payers and plays reduc'd to ſecond infancy. 

ſharp to the world, but thoughtleſs of renown, 
They plot not on the ſtage, but on the town, 
And, in deſpair their empty pit to fill, | 

kt up ſome foreign monſter in a bill, 

Thus they jog on, ſtill tricking, never thriving, 
And murd'ring Plays, which they miſcal reviving 


ren 


6 


'* Lord Lanſdown. 
Vor. II. | M 


134 EPIST LES. 


Our ſenſe is nonſenſe, through their pipes convey d; 
Scarce can a poet know the play he made; 

"Tis ſo diſguis'd in death; nor thinks tis he 
That ſuffers in the mangled tragedy. 

Thus Itys firſt was kill'd. and after dreſs d 

For his own fire, the chief invited gueſt. 

1 ſay not this of thy ſucceſsful ſcenes, 

Where, thine was all the glory, theirs the gains, 
With length of time, much judgment, and more tail 
Not ill they ated, what they cou'd not ſpoil. 
Their ſetting-ſun * ſtill ſhoots a glimm'ring ray, 
L.ike ancient Rome, majeſtic in decay : 

And better gleanings their worn ſoil can boaſt, 
Than the crab-vintage of the neighb'ring coaſt f. 
This diff*rence yet the judging world will fe; 
Thou copieſt Homer, and they copy thee. 


_ » [1s hard, my fricnd, to write in ſuch an age 
As damns, not only pocts, but the ſtage. 
That ſacred art, by Heav'n itſelf infus'd, 
Which Moſes, David, Solomon have us'd, 
Is now to be no more: the Muſes' foes 
Wou'd fink their Maker's gen into proſe. 


— 
— — 
— —_ am — cw 


Mr getterton's company in Lacelr -n- F 


Drury-Lane play-houſe, 


1 
To my Friend Mr. MoTTzux, on his Tragedy al | 


err SHO od dgppdI3RIAMMSSJ9 


Th' alliance of his tripled unity. 
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Were they content to prune the laviſh vine 

Of ſtraggling branches, and improve the wiae, 
Who, but a madman, would his thoughts defend ? 
All would ſubmit; for all but tools will mend, 

But when to common fenie they give the lye, 
And tarn diſtorted words to blaſphemy, 

They give the ſcandal ; and the wiſe diſcern, 


| Their gloſſes teach an age, too apt to learn. 


What | have looſely, or prophancly, writ, 
Let them to fires, their due deſert, commit: 


Nor, when accus'd by me, let them complain: 


Their faults, and not tliir function, 1 arraign. 
Rebellion, worſe tlian witchcraft, they purſu d; 
The pulpit preach d the crime, the people ru'd. 
The ſtage was ſilenc'd; for the ſaints would ſee 


ln fields perform'd their plotted tragedy. 


But let us firſt reform, and then ſo live, 

That we may teach our teachers to forgive: 
Our deſk be plac'd below their loſty chairs; 
Ours be the practice, as the precept theirs. 
The moral part, at leaſt, we may divide, 
Humility reward, and puniſh pride; 
Ambition, int'reſt, avarice accuſe : 

Theſe are the province of a tragic muſe. 

Theſe haſt thou choſen; and the public voice 
Has equall'd thy performance with thy choice, 
Time, action, place, are ſo preſerv'd by thee, 
That ev'n Corneille might with envy ſee 
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Thy incidents, perhaps, too thick are ſoun; 

But too much plenty is thy fault alone. 

At leaſt but two can that good erime commit, 

Thou in deſign, and Wycherly in wit. 

Let thy own Gauls condemn thee, if they dare; 

Contented to be thinly regular: 

Born there, but not for them, our fruitful foil 

With more increaſe rewards thy happy toil. 

Their tongue, enfeebl'd, is refin'd too much; 

And, like pure gold, it bends at every touch : 
Our ſturdy Teuton yet will art obey, 


More fit for manly thought, and ſtrengthen'd with 


_—_ 
But whence art thou inſpir'd, and thou alone, 
To flouriſh in an idiom not thy own ? 
It moves our wonder, that a foreign gueſt 
Should over-match the moſt, and match the beſt. 
In under-praiſing thy deſerts, I wrong; 
Here find the firſt deficience of our tongue: 
Words, once my ſtock, are wanting, to commend 
So great a poet, and ſo good a friend. 


To Henzxv Hicpen, Eſq; on his Tranſlation of the | 


Tenth Satire of JuvewaAL. 


* Grecian wits, who ſatire firſt began, 
Were pleaſant Paſquins on the life of man; 


They durſt not rail, perhaps, they laſh'd, at leaſt, 
And turn'd them out of office with a jeſt. 


At mighty villains, who the ſtate oppreſt, 
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No fool could peep abroad, but ready ſtand 


The drolls to clap a bauble in his hand. 
Wiſe legiſlators never yet could draw 
A fop within the reach of common law; 
For poſture, dreſs, grimace and affectation, 
Tho? foes to ſenſe, are harmleſs to the nation. 
Our laſt redreſs is dint of verſe to try, 
And ſatire is our court of chancery, 
This way took Horace to reform an age, 
Not bad enough to need an author's rage. 
But + yours, who liv'd in more degen'rate times, 
Was forc'd to faſten deep, and worry crimes. 
Yet you, my friend, have temper'd him fo well, 
You make him ſmile in ſpite of all his zeal : 
An art peculiar to yourſelf alone, 
To join the virtues of two ſtyles in one. 
Oh! were your author's principle receix'd, ö 
Half of the lab'ring world would be relicv'd: 
For not to wich is not to be deceiv'd, 
Revenge would into charity be chang'd, 
P:cauſe it coſts too dear to be reveng'd : 


| It coſts our quiet and content of mind, 
And when 'tis compaſs'd leaves a ſting behind. 


Suppoſe I had the better end o'th'(taif, 

Why ſhould I help th' ill-natur'd world to laugh? 
'Tis all alike to them, who get the day; 

They love the ſpite and miſchief of the fray, 


1 Juvenal. 
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No; I have cur'd myſelf of that diſcaſe ; 
Nor will I be provok'd, but when I pleaſe: 
But let me half that cure to you reſtore; 
You give the ſalve, I laid it to the ſore. 
Our kind relief againſt a rainy day, 
Beyond a tavern, or a tedious play, 
We take your book, and laugh our ſpleen away. 
Tf all your tribe, too ſtudious of debate, 
Would ceaſe falſe hopes and titles to create, 
Led by the rare example you begun, 
Clients would fail, and lawyers be undone. 


To Sir Goprxey KNTI LEA, principal Painter to his 
| Majeſty. 


NCE I beheld the faireſt of her kind, 

And ſtill the ſweet idea charms my mind: 
True, ſhe was dumb; for nature gaz'd ſo long, 
Pleas'd with her work, that ſhe forgot her tongue; 
But, ſmiling, faid, She ſtill ſhall gain the prize; 

I only have transfcr'd it to her eyes, 

Such are thy pictures, Kneller, ſuch thy kill, 

Thar nature ſeems obedient to thy will; 

Comes out, and mects thy pencil in the draught ; 

Lives there, and wants but words to ſpeak her thougit. 

At leait thy pictures look a voice; and we 

Imagine ſounds, deceiv'd to that degree, 

We think 'tis ſomewhat more thar ſt we ſee. 
Shadows are but privations of the light ; 

Yet, when we walk, they ſhoot before the ſight ; 
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| With us approach, retire, ariſe, and fall; 
| Nothing themſelves, and yet expreſſing all. 
uch are thy pieces, imitating life 


do near, they almoſt conquer in the ſtrife : 
Aad from their animated canvaſs came, 


| Demanding ſouls, and looſen'd from the frame. 


Prometheus, were he here, wou'd caſt away 
His Adam, and refuſe a foul to clay ; 


And either wou'd thy noble work infpire, 


Or think it warm enough, without his fire. 
But vulgar hands may vulgar likeneſs raiſe; 


| This is the leaſt attendant on thy praiſe : 


From hence the rudiments of art began: 
A coal, or chalk, firſt imitated man: 
Perhaps, the ſhadow, taken on a wall, 


| Gare out-iines to the rude original; 


Pre canvaſs yet was ſtrain'd, before the grace 
Ot blended colours tound their uſe and place, 
Or cypreſs tablets firſt receiv'd a ſace. 

By ſlo degrees the godlike art advanc'd; 
As man grew poliſh'd, picture was inhanc'd: 
Greece added poſture, ſhade and perſpective 
And then the mimic piece began to live, 


| Yet perſpective was lame, no diſtance true, 


But all came forward in one common view : 
No point of light was known, no bounds of art; 
When light was there, it knew not to depart, 


But glaring on remoter objects play d; 


Not lacguiſh'd, and inſenſibly decay d. 
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Rome rais'd not art, but barely kept alive, 
And with old Greece unequally did hive: 
Till Goths, and Vandals, a rude Northern race, 
Did all the matchleſs monuments deface. 
Then all the muſes in one ruin lay, 

And rhime began t'encrvate poetry. 
Thus, in a ſtupid military itate, 
The pen and pencil find an equal fate. 
Flat faces, ſuch as would diſgrace a ſcreen, 
Such as in Bantam's embaſſy were ſcen, 
Unrais'd, unrounded, were the rude delight 
Of brutal nations, only born to fight. 

Long time the ſiſtyr arts, in iron ſicep, 
A heavy ſabbath did ſupinciy k-ep; 
At length, in RaphacPs age, at once they rife, 
Stretch all their Umbs, and open ail their eves, 


"Thence roſe the Roman, and the Lombard line: 


One colour'd beſt, and one did beſt deſign. 
Raphael's, Ike Homer's, was the nobler part, 
But 'Tician's painting look'd Iike Virgii's art. 

Thy genius gives thee both; where true deſign, 
Poſtures unforc'd, and lively colours join. 
Likeneſs is ever there; but ſtill the beſt, 

Like proper thoughts in loſty language dreſt: 


Where light, to ſhades deſcending, plays, not flrirg 


Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. 
Of various parts a perfect whole is wrought: 
Thy pictures think, and we divine their thought. 


In » 
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* Shakeſpear, th: iſt, 1 place before my ſight; 
With awe, I alk his viefling ere 1 write; 
With rev'rence luok on his majeſtic face; 

Proud to be lefs. but of his goulike race, 

His foul inſpires me, while thy praiſe I write, 

And I, like Teucer, under Ajax fight: 

| Bids thee, thro' me, be bold; with dauntleſs breaſt 
| Contemn the bad, and emulate the beſt. 

Like his, thy critics in th' attempt arc loſt: 
When moſt they rail, know then, they envy moſt, 
In vain they ſnail alcof; a noiſy croud, 

Like women's anger, impotent and loud. 

Vhile they thcir barren induſtry deplore, 

Paſs on ſecure, and mind the goal before. 

Old as ſhe is my mute ſhall march behind, 

bar off tlic viaſt, and intercept the wind. 

Our arts are ſiſters, though not twins in birth; 

for hymns wcre ſung in Eden's happy earth: 

but oh, the painter muſe, tho' laſt in place, 

Has ſeiz d the bleſſing firſt, like Jacob's race. 
Apelles art an Alexander found; 

And Raphael did with Leo's gold abound; | 
bat Homer was with barren hurel crown'd. 

Thou hadſt thy Charles a while, and ſo had I; 

but paſs we that unpleaſing image by. 

Rich in thyſelf, and of thyſelf divine; 

All pilgrims come and offer at thy ſhrine. 


* Shakeſpear's picture drawn by Sir Godfrey 
| weller, and given to the author, 
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A graceful truth thy pencil can command: 
The fair themſelves go mended from thy hand, 
Likeneſs appears in every lineament; 
But likeneſs in thy work is eloquent. 
Iho' nature there her true reſemblance bears, 
A nobier beauty in thy piece appears. | 
So warm thy work, ſo glows the gen'rous frame, 
Fleth looks lefs living in the lovely dame. 
Thou paint'ſt as we deſcribe, improving ſtill, 
When on wild nature we ingraft our kill; | 
But not creating beauties at our will. 
But poets are confin'd in narrower ſpece, 
To ſpeak the language of their native place: 
The painter widely ſtretches his command; 
Thy pencil ſpeaks the tongue of ev'ry land. 
From hence, my friend, all climates aze your om, 
Nor can you forfeit, for you hold of none. 
All nations all immunities will gizg | 
To make you theirs, wherc'er you pleaſe to lire; 
And not ſev'n cities, but the world would wn 
Sure ſome propitious planet then did 7mile, 
When firſt you were conducted to this iſle : 
Our Genius brought you here, t'inlarge our fame; 
For your good ſtars are e ry where the ſame. 
Thy matchleſs hand, of ev'ry region free, 
Adopts our climate, not our climate thee. 
Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee th' examples of their wondrous art. 


— 


— 


* He travelled very young into Italy, 


De; 
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hoſe maſters then, but ſeen, not underſtood, 
Vith gen rous emulation fir'd thy blood: 
for what in nature's dawn the child admit'd, 
The youth endeavour'd, and the man acquir'd. 
If yet thou haſt not reach'd their high degree, 
Ti only wanting to this age, not thee. | 
Thy genius bounded by thetimes, like mine, 
Dradges on petty draughts, nor dare deſign 5 
A more exalted work, and more divine. 
for what a ſong, or ſenſeleſs opera 
b to the living labour of a play; 
or what a play to Virgil's work would be, 
dich is a ſingle picce to hiſtory, 
But we, who life beſtow, ourſelves muſt live: 
Lings cannot reign, unleis their ſubjects give; 
And they, who pay the taxes, bear the rule : 
Thus thou, ſometimes, art forc'd to draw a fool: 
but fo his follies in thy poſture fink, 
The ſenſeleſs ideot ſeems at laſt to think. 
Good heav'n! that ſots and knaves ſhould be fo 
vain, 
To with their vile reſemblance may remain! 
And ſtand recorded, at their own requeſt, 
To future days, a libel or a jeſt ? 
Elſe ſhould we ſee your noble pencil trace 
har unities of action, time, and place: 
A whole compos d of parts, and thoſe the beſt, 
Vith ey ry various character expreſt: 
feroes at large, and at a ncarer view; 


lei and at diſtance, an ignoble crew, 
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de figures in one at, ion join, 
cogipiete the main deſign. 

1 ebe by mortal art expreſt: 
Bun atze ſnall add the reſt. 
I- iw eich his ready pencil ſtand; 
Reto ye pures with his ripening hand; 
Mell yer . 044475, and imbrown the teint; 
Add cv'ry . which Time alone can grant; 
To future ages ſhall your fame convey, 
And give movie beautics than he takes away. p 
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Spoken by Mr, Haar 


trs, your ſubjects have their parts aſſign'd 

T'unbend, and to divert their for'reign's mind: 
When, tir'd with following nature, you think fit 
To ſeek repoſe in the cool ſhades of wit, 
| And, from the ſweet retreat, with joy ſurvey 
What reſts, and what is conquer'd, of the way, 
Here, free yourſelves from envy, care, and ttritc, 
You view the various turns of human life: 
| Ge in our ſcene, through dangerous courts you go, 
And, undebauch'd, the vice of cities know, 
Your theories are here to practice brought, 
As in machanic operations wrought ; 
And man, the little world, before you ſet, 
As once the ſphere of cryſtal ſhew'd the great, 
Neſt ſure are you above all mortal kind, 
If to your fortunes you can ſuit your mind: 
Content to ſee, and ſhun, thoſe ills we ſhow, 
And crimes on theatres alone to know. 
| Vith joy we bring what our dead authors writ, 
Aud beg from you the value of their wit: 
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That Shakeſpear's Fletcher's, and great Johnſon'scha 
May be renew'd from thoſe who gave them fame, 
None of our living poets dare appear ; 

For muſes ſo ſevere are worthip'd here, 

That conſcious of their faults, they ſhun the eye, 
And as prophane, from ſacred places fly, | 
Rather than ſee th'offended God, and die. 

We bring no imperfectious. but our own ; 

Such faults as made are by the makers ſhown ; 
And you have been ſo kind, that we may boaſt, 
The greateſt judges ſtill can pardon moſt. | 
Poets muſt ſtoop, when they would pleaſe our pit, 
De!.2s'd even to the level of their wit; 

Diſdaining that, which yet they know will take, 
Hating themſclves what their applauſe muſt make: 
But when to praiſe from you they would aſpire, 
Though they like cagles mount, your Jove is highe, 
So far your knowledge all their power tranſcends, 
As what ſbauld be beyond what is extends, 


ProLocve ſpoken at the opening of the Neu- 


March 26, 1674. 


A PLAIN built houſe, after ſo long a ſtay, 
Will ſend you half unſati fy'd away: | 
When, fall'n from your expected pomp, you find 
A bare convenience only is deſign'd. 
You, who each day can theatres behold, 
Like Nero's palace, ſhining all with gold, 


our mean ungilded ſtage will ſcorn, we fear, 
And, for the homely room, diſdain the chcar. 
Yet now cheap druggets to a mode are grown, 
And a plain ſuit (lince we can make hut one) 
ls better than to be by tarniſh'd gawdry known. 
They, who are by your favours wealthy made, 
With mighty ſums may carry on the trade: 


We broken bankers. half deſtroy'd by fire, 


With our ſmall ſtocks to humble roots tetire: 
Pity our loſs, while you their pounp admire, 


For fame and honour we no longer ſtrive, 


We yield in both, and only beg to live: 
Unable to ſupport their vaſt expence, 

Who build and treat with ſuch magnificence 2 
That, like th' ambitious monarchs of the age, 
They give the law to the provincial (tage. 

Great neighbours enviouily promote exceſs, 
While they impoſe their ſplendor on the leſs, 
But only fools, and they of vaſt c{tate, 
Th'extremity of modes will imitate, 

The dangling knee-fringe and the bib-cravat. 
Yct if fome pride with want may be allow'd, 
We in our plainneſs may be juſtly proud: 

Our royal maſter will'd it ſhould be ſo; 
What'er he's pleas'd to own, can need no pow: 
That ſacred name gives ornament and giace, 
And, like his ſtamp, makes haſeſt metals paſs. 
'Twere folly now a ſtatcly pile to raiſe, 


To build a play-bouſe while you throw down p plays. 
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While ſcenes, machines, and empty Operas reign, 
And for the pencil you the pen diſdain ; 

While troops of famiſh'd Frenchmen hither drive, 
And laugh at thoſe upon whoſe alms they live: 
old Engliſh authors vaniſh, and give place 

To theſe new conqu'rors of the Norman race. 
More tamely than your fathers you ſubmit; 
You're now groun vallals to cm in your wit. 
Mark, when they play, how our fine fops advance 
The mighty merits of their men of France, 

Keep time, cry hon, and humour the cadence, 
Well, pleaſe yourſelves; but ſure, tis underſtood, 
That French machines have ne'er done England gol 
] would not propheſy our houſc's fate : 

But while vain ſhows and ſcenes you over-rate, 

| "Tis to be fear d— 

That as a fire the former houſe o'erthrew, 
Machines and tempeſts will deſtroy the new. 


Eritocve on the ſame Occaſion. 


Yet, gentlemen, our homely houſe is new, 
A charm that ſeldom fails with, wicked, you. 


1 what our prologue ſaid was ſadly w | 


Though ſhe's no lady, you may think her ſuch: 
A ſtrong imagination may do much. 

But you, loud ſirs, who thro' your curls look ba 
Critics in plume and white Vallancy wig, 


A country lip may have the velvet touch; | | 


Id „ 0. 


| EPILOOVES »52 

| Who lolling on our foremoſt benches fit, 

And {till charge firſt the true forlorn of wit;) 

Wioſe favours, like the ſun, warm where you rowl, 

Yet you. like him, have neither heat nor ſoul; 

So may your hats your foretops never preſs, 

Untouch'd your ribbons, ſacred be your dreſs; 

80 may you flowly to old age advance, 

And have th' excuſe of youth for ignorance: 

- $ may Fop-corner full of noiſe remain, 

And drive far off the dull attentive train; 

80 may your midnight ſcowrings happy prove, 

And mo. ning batt'ries force your way to love; 

a | $0 may not France your warlike hands recal, 
But lexve you by each others ſwords to fall: 
As you come here to rute vizard punk, 
When ſober, rail, and roar when vou are drunk, 
But to the wits we can ſome merit plead, 

And urge what by themiclves has ot been aids 
Our houſe relieves the ladies from the frizbts 
Of ill-pav'd ſtreets, and long dark winter-nights; 
The Flanders horſes from a cold bicak road, 
Where bears in furs dare ſcarcely look abroad; 
The audience from worn plays and ſuſtian ſtuff 
Of rhime, more nauſcous than three boys in buff. 

Though in their houſe the poets heads appear, 
We hope we may preſume their wits are here. 
The beſt which they reſerv'd they now will play; 
For, like kind cuckolds, tho' w'have not the way 
To plcaſe, we'll find you abler nien who may. 
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If they ſhould fail, for laſt recruits we breed 


A troop of friſking Monſteurs to ſuccecd: 
Lou know the French ſure cards in time of need. 


PROLOGUE TO CIRCE, 
By Dr. DavexaNz. 1675. 


W rug vou but half fo wiſe as you're ſevere, 

| Our youthful pet ſhould rot nced to fear: 
To his green years your ceniures you would ſuit, 
Not blalt the bloſſom, but expect the f: uit. 
The ſex, that heſt does pletiurc underſtand, 
Will ac 475 el. uſe to err on tether hand. 

They ct: 7 not him that's awkward in delight, 
But clip thc young roguc's check, and fot him ik 
Juus hrarten'd well, and feth'd upon has picy, 
The youth may prove a man another day. 

Lou, Bun ind Fletcher, in their fait young Fight, 
Did no Volpoic, nor no Arbaccs wiltc; 

Eat hopp'd about, and ſhort excurſions made 

| Fiom b+ 14h to bough, as it they were afraid, 
And cach was guilty of tome ed Nutd, 
Shakeſpear's own Muſe her Pericles firit bore; 
The prince of Tyre was elder than the Moore: 
"Tis miracle to ſce a firſt good play; 

All hawthorns do not bloom on Chiiſtmas-day. 
A lender poet muſt have time to grow, 


And ſpread and burniſh as his brothers de. 


"K-66 


aa m [ —_—Y 


E PILOGUES, 


Who till looks lean, ſure with ſome pox is curft : 
But no man can be Falſtaff-fat at firſt. 


Then damn not, but indulge his rude eſſays, 


Encourage him, and bloat him up with praiſe, 
That he may get more bulk before he dies: 
He's not yet fed enough for fact ice. 

Perhaps, if now your grace you will not grudge, 
He may grow up to write, and you to judge. 


Frit.ocve, intended to have been ſpoken by the La- 
dy Henr. Mar. Wentworth, when Caliſto * was 
acted at court. | 


s Jupiter I made my court in vain; 

* I'll now afſume my native ſhape again. 
I'm weary to be fo unkindly us'd, 
And would not be a god to be refus'd. 
State grows uneaſy when it hinders love; 
A glorious burden, which the wile remove. 


| Now as a nymph l need not ſue, nor try 


The force of any lightning but the eye. 
Beauty and youth more than a god command; 
N. ſoxe could e' er the force of thete withſtand, 


Ils here that ſov'reign power admits diſpute; 


Beauty ſometimes is juſtly abſolute, 
Our ſullen Cato's, whatſoc'er they ſay, 
Even while they frown and dictate laws, obey. 


A Maſque by Mr. Crown, 1675. 
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You, mighty Sir, our bonds more eaſy make, 

And gracefully, what all muſt ſuifer, take: 

Above thoſe forms the grave afic& to wear ; 

For tis not to be wiſe to be ſevere, 

True wiſdom may ſome gallantry admit, 

And ſoften buſineſs with the charms of wit. 

Theſe peaceful triumphs with your cares you bought, 
And from the midſt of fighting nations brought. 
You only hear it thunder from afar, 

And fit in peace the arbiter of war: 

Peace, the loath'd manna, which hot brains deſpiſe, 
You knew its worth, and made it early prize: 
And in its happy lciſurc fit and fee 

The promiſes of more ſclicity : 

Two glorious nymphs of your own godlike line, 
Whoſe morning-rays like noontide ſtrike and ſhine; 
Whom you to ſuppliant monarchs ſhill ditpoſe, 
To bind your ſricads, and to diſarm your foes, 


EPILOGUE To Tur MAN or M ODE, 
Or, Six FOPLING FLUTTER. 
(By Sir G. ETuezece, 1676.) 
Mp” modern wits ſuch monſtrous fools have ſhown, 
They ſeem not of heav'n's making, but their ow 


Thoſe nauſeous Harlequins in farce may paſs; 
But there goes more to a ſubſtantial 218: 


reset nner 
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t&mething of man muſt he expos'd to view, 

That, gallants, they may more reſemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a fool ſo nicely writ, 

The ladies would miſtake him for a wit; 

And, when he ſings, talks loud, and cocks, would cy, 
Io, methinks, he's pretty company; 

80 briſk, ſo gay, fo travell'd, fo reſin'd, 

As he took pains to graft upon his kind. 

Trae fops help nature's work, and go to ſchool, 

To file and finiſh God Almighty's fool. 

Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call; 

He's knight o'th'ſhire, and repreſents ye all. 

From esch he meets he culls whate'er he can; 

Lyion's his name, a people in a man. 

$ His bulky folly gathers as it goes, 

And, rolling o'er you, like a ſnow-ball grows. 

His rarious modes from various fathers follow; 

One taught the toſs, and one the new French wallow, 
His ſword-xk not this, his cravat that deſign d; 

And this, the yard-long ſnake he twirls behind. 

| From one the ſacred perriwig he gain'd, 

Which wind ne' er blew, nor touch of hat prophan'd. 
Another's diving bow he did adore, 

Wich with a ſhog caſts all the hair before, 

Till he with full decorum brings it back, 

And riſes with a water-ſpaniel ſhake. 

As for his ſongs, (the ladies dear delight) 

Theſe ſure he took from moſt of you who write, 

Tet every man is ſafe from what he fear'd; 

| For no one fool is hunted from the herd. 
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EPILOGUE ro MITHRIDATEsS. 


| 


Kine of PoxTus. 
(By Mr. N. Lex, 1678.) 


Yov've ſeen a pair of faithful lovers die: 
And much you care; for moſt of you will cy, 
*T was a juſt judgment on their conſtancy. 
For, Heaven be thank'd, we live in ſuch an age, 
When no one dies for love, but on the ſtage : 
And even thoſe martyrs are but rare in plays; 
A curſcd ſign how much true faith decays. 
Love is no more a violent deſire; 

"Tis a mere metaphor, a painted fire. 

In all our ſex, the name cxamin'd well, 

Tis pride to gain, and vanity to tell. 

In woman, tis a ſubtle intereſt made: 
Curſe on the punk that made it firſt a trade! 
She firſt did wit's prerogative remove, 
And made a fool preſume to prate of love. 
Let honour and preferment go for gold; 
But glorious beauty is not to be fold; 

Or, if it be, 'tis at a rate ſo high, 

That nothing but adoring it ſhould buy. 
Yet the rich cnllies may their boaſting ſpare; 
They purchaſe but ſophiſticated ware. 

Tis prodigality that buys deceit, 

Whew hk the ater cod the wer edane- 
Men but refine on the old half-crown way; 
And women fight, like Swiſſers, for their pay. 


E PILO OU ESV. 157 
ProLocut to Catsar BorGia. 


(By Mr. N. Lee. 1680.) 


* unhappy man, who once has trail d a pen, 
Lives not to pleaſe himſelf, but other men; 


| k always drudging, waſtes his life and blood, 
| Yet only eats and drinks what you think good. 


at praiſe ſoc'er the poetry deſerve, 
Yet ev'ry ſoul can bid the poet ſtarve. 
That fumbling letcher to revenge is bent, 


{| Becauſe he thinks himſelf or whore is meant: 
| Name but a cuckold, all the city ſwarms; 


From Leadenhall to Ludgate is in arms: 

Vere there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 

In the bleſt time poor poets live by chance. 

Either you come not here, or, as you zrace 5 


dome old acquaintance, drop into the place, 


Cucleſs and qualmiſh with a yawning face: 


: You ſleep o'er wit, and by my troth you may; 


Moſt of your talents lie another way. 


| You love to hear of ſome prodigious tale, 


The bell that toll'd alone, or Iriſh whale. 
News is your food, and you enough provide, 
Both for yourſelves, and all the world beſide. 
One theatre there is of vaſt reſort, 7 


Which whilom of Requeſts was call'd The Court; 
M now the great Exchange of News tis hight, 


And full of hum and buz from noon till night. 
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Up ſtairs and down you run, as for a race, 
And each man wears three nations in his face. 
So big you look, though claret you retrench, 
That, arm'd with bottl'd ale, you huff the French, 
But all your entertainment ſtill is fed | 
By villains in your own dull ifland bred. 

Wou'd vou return to us,. we dare engage 

To ſhew you better rogues upon the ſtage. 
Lou know no poiſon but plain ratſbane here; 
Dcath's more refin'd, and better bred clſewhere. 
"They have a civil way in Italy 

By ſmelling a perfume to make you die; 


A trick would make you lay your ſnuff-box by. 


urder's a trade, fo known and praftis'd there, 

That 'tis infallible as is the chair. | 

But, mark their feaſt, you ſhall behold ſuch pranks; 
The pope ſays grace, but tis the devil gives thanks 


PROLOGUE to SOPHONISBA. 


At Oxford, 1680. 


e the firſt profeſſor of our art, | 
At country wakes, ſung ballads from a cart, 

To prove this true, if Latin be no treſpaſs, 

Dicitir et plauſtris dei pre mata Theſpis. 

But Eſchylus, ſays Horace in ſome page, 

Was tlie firſt mountebank that trode the ſtage: 

Yet Athens never knew your learned ſport 

Of tofſ:ng pocts in a tenucs-court, 
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1 But tis the talent of our Englith nation, 
Still to be plotting ſome new reformation 2 
And few years hence, it 2narciy goes on, 

| Fact Pre/oyter ſhall here ercet his throne, 

| Knock out a tub with preaching once a day, 
And ev'ry prayer be longer than a play. 
Then all your heathen wits ſhall go to pot, 
For diſbelieving of a Pupi/b-p/et : 

Your poets ſhall be us'd like infidels, 

And worſt the author of the Or Bella: 
Nor ſnould we '1cape the ſentence, to depart, 
Ev'n in our firſt original, a cart. 

No zealous brother there would want a ſtone, 
To maul us cardina/s, and pelt Pope Jaan: 
Religion, learning. wit, wou'd be ſuppreſt, 


Rags of the whore, and trappings of the beaſt : 


Scot, Suarez, Tom of Aquin, muſt go down, 
As chief ſupporters of the triple crown; 

And Ariſtotle's for deſtruction ripe ; 

Some ſay, he call'd the foul an organ-pipe, 
Which, by ſome little help of derivation, 
Shall then be prov'd a pipe of inſpiration. 
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Paosocbr to the Univerſity of Oxronp, 
1681. 


ue fam'd Italian wa whaſe rhimes advance 
Orlando, and the Paladins of France, 

Records, that, when our wit and ſenſe is flown, 
"Tis lodg'd within the circle of the moon, 
In earthen jars, which one, who thither ſoar'd, 
Set to his noſe, ſnuff'd up, and was reſtor'd. 
Whate'er the ſtory be, the moral's true; 
The wit we loſt in town, we find in you. 
Our poets their fled parts may draw from hence, 
And fill their wiady heads with ſober ſenſe. 
When London votes with Southwark's diſagree, 
Here may they find their long-loſt loyalty. 
Here buſy ſenates, to th' old cauſe inclin'd, 
May ſnuff the votes their fellows left behind: 
Your country neigbours, when their grain grows de, 
May come, aud find their laſt proviſion bere : 
Whereas we cannot much lament our loſs, 


Who neither carry'd back, nor brought one crofs. 


We look'd what repreſentatives wou'd bring; 
But they help'd us, juſt as they did the king. 
Yet we deſpair not; for we now lay forth 

The Sibyls books to thoſe who know their worth; 
And tho” the firſt was facrific'd before, 

Theſe volumes doubly will the price reſtore. 

Our poet bade us hope this grace to find, 

To whom by long preſcription you are kind. 
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He, whoſe undaunted muſe, with loyal rage, 
las never ſpar'd the vices of the age, 
Here finding nothing that his ſpleen can raiie, 
Is forc'd to turn his ſatire into praiſe, 


PaOLOGUE to his Rovar Hicu nes, upon his firſt 


Appearance at the Duke's Theatre, aftcr his Re- 
turn from ScorlAN D, 1682. | 


x thoſe cold regions which no ſummers chear, 
Where brooding darkneſs covers half the year, 
To hollow caves the ſhiv'ring natives go; 
Bars range abroad, and hunt in tracks of ſnow: 
bat when the tedioas twilight wears away, 
And ſtars grow paler at th'approach of day, 
| The longing crowds to frozen mountains run; 
Happy who firſt can ſee the glimm'ring ſun : 
The ſurly ſavage offspring diſappear, 
as, And curie the bright ſuceeſſor of the year. 
It, tho" rough bears in covert ſcek defence, 
Wiite foxes ſtay, with ſceming innocence : 
, | That crafty kind with day-light can diſpenſe. 
dell we are throng'd fo full with Reynard's race, 
That loyal ſubjects ſcarce can find a place: 
Thus modeſt truth is caſt behind the crowd: 
12 Truth ſpeaks too low; hypocriſy too loud. 
Il em be firſt to flatter in ſucceſs; 
Duty can ſtay, but guilt has necd to preſs. 
Once, when true zeal the ſons of God did call, 
Jo make their ſolemn ſhew at Heav'n's Whitcbali, 
— 83 
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The fawning devil appear'd among the reſt; 
And made as good a courtier as the beſt. 

The fricnds of Job, who rail'd at him before, 
Came cap in hand when he had three times more, 
Jet late repentance may, perhaps, be true; 
Kings can forgive, if rebels can but ſue: 

A tyrant's pow'r in rigour is expreſt; 

The Father yearns in the true prince's breaſt, 
We grant, an o'crgrown Whig no grace can mend; 
But moſt are babes, that know not they offend. 
The crowd, to reſtleſs motion till inclin'd, 
Are clouds, that tack according to the wind. 
Drivy'n by their chicfs they ſtorms of hailſtones por; 
Then mourn, and ſoſten to a ſilent ſhow'r. 

O welcome to this much-offending land, 

The prince that brings forgiveneſs in his hand! 
Thus angels on glad meſſages appear: 

Their firſt ſalute commands us not to fear: 
Thus Heav'n, that cou'd conſtrain us to obey, |] 
(With rev'rence if we might preſume to ſay) 
Seems to relax the rights of ſov'reign ſway ; 

' Permits to man the choice of good and ill, 
And makes us happy by our own frec-will. 
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PaotLocue to the Ear of Essrx, 
(By Mr. J. Baxxs. 1682.) 


Wilen to the King and the Queen at their coming 


to ' the Houſe, 


| Wo" gelt the ark was landed on the ſhore, 


And Heav'n had vow'd to > curle the ground no 
more; 
When tops of hills the longing patriarch ſaw, 
And the new ſcene of earth began to draw; 
The dove was ſent to vicw the waves decreaſe, 
And firſt brought back to man the pledge of prace. 


is ncedlleſs to apply, when thoſe appear, 


Who bring the olive, and who plant it here. 


| Ve hare before our eyes the roval dove, 


Still innocent, as harbinger to love: 

The ark is open'd to diſmiſs the train, 

And people witli a better race the plain. 

Teil me, ye pow'rs, why ſhould vain man 5 


| Vith endleſs toil, each object that is new, 


And for the ſeeming ſubſtance leave the true ? 
Why ſhou'd he quit for hopes his certain good, 
And loath the manna of his daily food? 


Muſt England till the ſcene of changes be, 


Toſt and tempeſtuous, like our ambient ſea ? 


Muſt till our weather and our wills agree? 


Without our blood our liberties we have: 


| Who that is free wou'd light to be a ſlave? 
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Or, what can wars to after-times aſſure, 

Of which our preſent age is not ſecure? 
All that our monarch wou'd for vs ordain, 

Is but t'enjoy the bleſſings of his reign. 

Our land's an Eden, and the main's our fence, 
While we preterve our (tate of tnnucence ; 
That loſt, then beaſts their brutal force employ, 
And firſt their lord, and then themſelves deſtroy, 
What civil broils have coſt, we kn = too well; 
Oh! let it be enough that once we (eli! 

And cv'ry heart conſpire, and cvery tongue, 
Still to have {ich a king, and this king long. 


Paolo to the Loyal BroTHER; 
Or, The PEASIAX PAIN cx. 


(By Mr. SournuzxN ER. 1682.) 


Jo: rs, like law ful monarchs, rul'd the ſtage, 
Till critics, ike damn'd Whigs, debaucl. ' our 2 

Mark ho they jump: critics wou'd regulate 
Our theatres, and Whigs reform our ſtate : 
Both pretend love, and both (plagve rot' em!) hate. 
The critic humbly feems advice to bring; 
The fawning Whig petitions to the king: 
But one's advice into a fatireſiides; 
T' other's petition a remorſtrance hices, 
Theſe will no taxes give, and thoſe no pence ; 
Critics would ſtarve the poc:, Whizs the prince. 
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The critic all our troops of friends diſcards; 

Juſt fo the Whig wou'd fain pull down the guards. 
| Guards are illegal, that drive foes away, 

I As watchful ſhepherds, that fright beaſts of prey. 
Kings, who diſband ſuch needleſs aids as theſe, 

Are ſafe — as long as c er their ſubjects pleaſe : 

And that wou'd be till next Queen Beſs's night : 
Which thus .grave penny chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmond Bury firſt, in woful wiſe, | 
Leads up the ſhow, and milks their maudlin eyes. 
There's not a butcher's wife but dribs her part, 

And pities the poor pageant from her heart; 

Who, to provoke revenge, rides round the fire, 
And, with a civil conge, does retire, 

But guiltleſs blood to ground muſt never fall; 
There's Antichriſt behind, to pay for all. 

The punk of Babylon in pomp appears, 

Alcwd old gentleman of ſerenty years: 

Whoſe age in vain our mercy wou'd implore; 

For few take pity on an old caſt whore. 

Tae dev l, who brought him to the ſhame, takes part; 
Sits cheek by jowl, in black, to cheer his heart; 5 
Like thief and parſon in a Tyburn -; cart. 

The word is giv'n, and with aloud huzzaa 

The mitred puppet from his chair they draw: 

On the ſlain corps contending nations fall; 

Alas! what's one poor pope among em all ! 

He burns: now all true hearts your triumphs ring; 
Aud next (for faſhion) cry, God ſave the King. 
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A ncedful cry in midſt cf ſuch alurms, 

When forty thoutand men are up in arms, 
But after he's once ſav d, to make a mends, 

In cach ſucceeding health thiey damn his friends: 
So God begins, but ilill the devil ends. 

What if ſome one, inſpir'd with zeal, thou'd call 
Come, let's go cry. God fave him at Whitehall} 
His beſt friends wou'd not like this over-care, 
Or think him c'er the ſafer for this pras'r, 
Five praying ſaints are by an act allow'd ; 

But not the whole chuich-militant in czoud. 
Yet, ſhou'd Heav'n all the true petitions drain 
Of Preſbyterians, who wou'd kings maintain, 
Of forty thouſand, five wou'd ſcarce remain. 


Erirocvz to the ſame. 


Ava poet was ferv'd up to-day, 

Who, till this hour, ne er cackl'd for a ply. 
He's neither yet a Whig nor Tory boy; 
But like a girl, whom ſ.v ral wou'd enjoy, 
Begs leave to make the beſt of his own nat' ral top. 
Were I to play my callow author's game, 
The King's houſe wou'd inſtruct me by the name. 
There's loyalty to one: I with no more: 
A commonwealth ſounds like a common whore. 
Let huſband or gallant be what they will, 
One part of woman is true Tory till. 
If any factious ſpirit ſhou'd rebel, 
Our ſex, with caſe, can ev'ry riſing quell 
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Then, as you hope we ſhou'd your failings hide, 
An honeſt jury for our play provide. 

Whigs at their poets never take offence; 

They fave dull culprits, who have murder'd ſenſe. 
Tho' nonſenſe is a nauſeous heavy maſs, 

The vehicle call'd faction makes it pals. 

faction in plays the common-wealth-man's bribe; 
The leaden farthing of the canting tribe : 

Tho' void in payment laws and ſtatutes make it, 
The neighbourhood, that knows the man, will take it. 
Tis faction buys the votes of half the pit; 

Their's is the penſion- parliament of wit. 

ha city-clubs their venom let them vent; 

for there tis ſafe, in its own element. 

dere, where their madneſs can have no pretence, 
let them forget thumiclves an hour of ſenſe. 

2one poor iſle, why ſhou d two factions be? 

mall diff rence in your vices I can ſce: 

adrink and drabs both ſides too well agree. 

au d there were more preferments in the land: 
{places fell, the party cou'd not ſtand. 

"this damn'd gricvance ev'ry Whig complains; 
dey grunt like hogs, 'till they have got their grains. 
tantime you fee what trade our plots advance; 

e ſend each year good money into France; 

they that know what merchandiſe we necd, 
= o er true proteſtants to mend our breed. 


1s PROLOGUES AND 
EriLocus 12 ©0':5STANTINE the GREAT. 


(By Nr. N. Lee. 1684.) 


OO” hero's happy in tke play's concluſion; 
The holy rogue at laſt has met confuſion ; 
The' Arius all along appear'd a ſaint, 
The laſt act ſhew'd him a true Proteſtant. 
Euſebius (for you know I read Greek authors) 
Reports, that, after all theſe plots and ſlaughten, 
The court of Conſtantine was full of glory, 
And ev'ry Trimmer turn'd addreſſing Tory. 
They follow'd him in herds as they were mad: 
When Clauſe was king, then all the world was glad 
And moſt were in a way of getting more; 
Which was as much as ſaying, Gentlemen, 
Here's pow'r and money to be rogues again. 
Indeed, there were a ſort of peaking tools, 
Some call them modeſt, but I call them fools, 
Men much more loyal, tho' not half fo loud; 
But theſe poor devils were caſt behind the crowd. 


For bold knaves thrive without one grain of ſenſe, 


But good men ſtarve for want of impudence. 
Beſides all theſe, there were a ſort of wights, 

(I think my author calls them Tekelites) 

Such hearty rogues againſt the king and laws, 
They favour'd ev'n a foreign rebel's cauſe. 

When their own damn'd deſign was quaſn'd anda 
At leaſt, they gave it their good word abroad, 
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As many a man, who, for a quiet life, 

Breeds out his baſtard, not to noiſe his wife ; 

Thus o'er their darling plot theſe Trimmers err; 
And tho' they cannot keep it in their eye, 

They bind it prentice to Count Tekely. 

They b'lieve not the laſt plot; may I be curſt, 

If I believe they c'er believ d the firſt. 

No wonder their own plot no plot they think; 

The man, that makes it, never ſmells the ſtink. 

And now it comes into my head, I'll tell 

Why theſe damn'd Trimmers lov'd the Turks fo well. 
Th' orig'nal Trimmer, tho' a friend to no man, 

Yet in his heart ador'd a pretty woman ; 

He knew that Mahomet laid up for ever, 

Kind black-ey d rogues, for ev'ry true believer; 

And, which was more than mortal man c'er taſted, 


| One pleaſure that for threeſcore twelvemonths laſted 


To turn for this, may ſurely be forgiven : 


| Who'd not be circumcis'd for ſuch a heav'n! 


Vor. It, Þ 
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PRroLoGve to The DisarroINTMENT, Or, The 
NMNoruxs in Fashion. 


By Mr. Sourngzxx. 1684. 
Spoken by Mr. BrTTT RTO. 


H comes it, gentlemen, that now- a- days 
When all of you fo ſhrewdly judge of plays, 
Our poets tax you ſtill with want of ſenſe? 
All prologues treat. you at your own expence. 
Sharp citizens a wiſer way can go; | 
They make you fools ; but never call you fo. 
They, in good manners, ſeldom make a lip, 
But treat a common whore with ladyſhip : 
But here each ſaucy wit at random writes, 
And uſes ladies as he uſes knights. : 
Our anthor, young and grateful in his nature, 


Vows, that from him no nymph deſerves a ſatire; 


Nor will he ever draw——lI mean his rhime, 
Againſt the ſweet partaker of his crime. 

Nor is he yet ſo bold an undertaker, 

To call men fools : tis railing at their Maker. 
Beſides, he fears to ſplit upon that ſhelf; 

He's young enough to be a fop himſelf : 

And, if his praiſe can bring you all a-bed, 

He ſwears ſuch hopeful youth no nation ever bred. 
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Your nurſes, we preſume, in ſuch a caſe, 
Your father choſe, becauſe he lik'd the faces; 5 
And, often, they ſapply'd your mother's place. 

The dry-nurſe was your mother's ancient mu id, 
Who knew ſome former ſlip ſhe nc'er betray d. 
Betwixt em both, for milk and ſugar candy, 

Your ſucking bottles were well ſtor'd with brandy. 
Your father, to initiate your diſcourſe, 

Meant to have taught you firſt to ſwear and curſe; 
But was prevented by cach careful curſe. 

For, leaving dad and mam, as names too common, 
They taught you certain parts of man and woman. 
I paſs your ſchools; for there when firſt you came, 
Jou wou'd be ſure to learn the Latin name. 

In colleges you ſcorn'd the art of thinking, | 
| But learn'd all moods and figures of good drinking 
Thence come to town, you practiſe play, to know 
The virtues of the high dice, and the low. 

Each thinks himiclf a ſharper moſt profound: 


_ | He cheats by pence; is cheated by the pound. 


we ſpark ſets up for love behind our ſcenes ; 
Hot in purſuit of princeſſes and queens. 

There, if they know their man, with cunning carriage, 
Tventy to one but it concludes in marriage. 

lie hires ſome homely room, love's fruits to gather, 
Aud garret-high rebels againſt his father: ; 

But he once dead | 
brings her in triumph, with her portion, down, 
A toilet, dreſſing-box, and half a crown, 

P 2 


Vith theſe perfections, and what elſe he gleans, 5 
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Some marry firſt, and then they fall to ſcowring, 
Which is, refining marriage into whoring. 

Our women batten well on their good- nature; 
All they can rap and rend for the dear crcature, 
But while abroad ſo liberal the dolt is, 

Poor ſpouſe at home as ragged as a colt is. 

Laſt, ſome there are, who take their firſt degrees 
Of lewdneſs in our middle galleries. 

The doughty bullics enter bloody drunk, 
Invade and grubble one another's punk : 

They caterwaul, and make a diſmal rout, | 
Call ſons of whores, and ſtrike, but nc'er lug ont: 
Thus while for paltry punk they roar and ſtickle, 
They make it bawdier than a conventicle. 


Paot ocux to the King and Queen, upon the Uuin 
ol the two Companies in 1686. 


8 faction ebbs, and rogues grow out of faſhion, 
Their penny-ſcribes take care t'inform the natia, 
How well men thrive in this or that plantation: 


How Penſylvania's air agrees with Quakers, 
Aud Carolina's with aſſociators: 
Both « cn too good for madmen and for traitors. 


Truth is, our land with ſaints is fo run o'er, 
And every age produces ſuch a ſtore, | 
That now there's need of two New-Englands mort. 
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What's this, you'll ſay, to us and our vocation ? 
Only thus much, that we have left our ſtation, 


And made this theatre our new plantation. 


The factious natives never cou'd agree; 
But aiming, as they call'd it, to be free, 
Thoſe play-houſe Whigs ſet up for property. 


| Some.ſfay, they no obedience paid of late; 


But would new fears and jealouſies create; 


Till topſy-turry they had turn'd the (tate. 


Plain ſenſe, without the talent of foretelling, 


| Might gueſs 'twould end in downright knocks and 


quelling : 


| For ſeldom comes there better of rebelling. 


When men will, needleſly. their freedom barter 

For lawleſs pow'r, ſometimes they catch a Tartar, 

There's a damn'd word that rhimes to this, call d 
charter, | 


But, ſince the Victory with us remains, 


You ſhall be call'd to twelve in all our gains; 


| X you'll not think us ſaucy for our pains. 


Old men ſhall have good old plays to delight em: 
And you, fair ladies and gallants that flizht em, 


Well treat with good new plays; if our new its ca 
write em. | 
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\ 
We'll take no blund'ring verſe, no fuſtian tumeur, 
No dribling love, from this or that preſumer : 
No dull fat fool ſhamm'd on the ſtage for humor, 


For faith, ſome of 'em ſuch vile ſtuff have made, 
As none but fools or fairics ever play'd ; 
But twas, as ſhox-men ſay, to force a trade. 


We're giv'n you tragedies, all ſenſe defying, 
And ſinging men, in wocful mitre dy ing: 
This 'tis when heavy lubbets will be flying. 


All theſe diſaſters we will hope to weather; 
We bring you none of our old lumber hither : 
Whig poets and Whig thcrifis may hang together. 


Eritocve on the ſame occaſion. 


Ne” Miniſters, when firſt they gct in place, 
Muſt have a care to pleaſe; and that's our caſe: 

Some laws for public welfare we deſien, | 

If you, the pow'r ſupreme, will pleaſe to join; 

There are a ſort prattlers in the pit, 

Who either have, or who pretend to wit: 

Theſe noiſy firs ſo loud their parts rehearſe, 

That oft the play is ſilenc'd by the farce. 

Let ſuch be dumb, this penalty to ſhun, 

Each to be thouuht my lady's eldeſt ſon. 

But ſtay : methinks ſome Vizard Maſk I ſee, 

Caſt out her lure from the mid gallery: 
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About her all the flutt' ring ſparks are rang'd; 

The noiſe continues though the ſcrne is chang'd : 
Now growling, ſputt'ring, wauling, ſuch a clutter, 
Tis juſt like puſs, defendant in a gutter : 

fine love no doubt; but ere two days are o'er ye, 
The Surgeon will be told a woeful ſtory. 

Let Vizard Maſk her naked face expoſe, 

01 pain of being thought to want a noſe : 

Then for your lacqueys, and your train beſide, 
(zy what-e'er name or title dignify'd ; 

They roar fo loud, you'd think behind the ſtairs 
Tom Dove, and all the brotherhood of bears: 
They're grown a nuſance, beyond all ditaſters; _ 
We're none fo great, but their unpaying Maiters, 
Ve beg you, Sirs, to beg your men, that they 
Vou'd pleale to give you leave to hear the play. 
Next in the play-houie ſpare your precious ves; 
Think, like good Chriſtians, on your bairns and wives; 
Think on your fouls; but by your lugging torth, 
k ſeems you know how little they are worth. 

| none of theſe will move the warlike mind, 
Think on the helpleis whore you leave behind. 

Ne beg you, laſt, our ſcene-room to forbear, 

And lcave our goods and chattels to our cute. 
Aus! our women are but waſhy toys, 

Jud wholly taken up in ſtage employs: 

Poor willing tits they are: but yet I doubt 

This double duty ſoon will wear em out. 

Then you are watch'd beſides with jealous care: 
Nat if my lady's page ſhou'd find you there? 
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My lady knows t a tittle what there's in ye; 
No paſſing your gilt ſhilling for a guinea. 

Thus, gentlemen, we have ſumm'd up in ſhort 
Our grievances, from country, town, and court: 
Which humbly we ſubmit to your good pleaſure; 
But firſt vote money, then redrels at leiſure, 


ProLoGUE to the Prixces3 of CLeves. 


(By Mr. N. Lee. 1689.) 


ADIE3! (I hope there's none behind to hear) 
[ long to whiſper ſomething in your ear: 

A ferret, which does muck. my mind perplex: 
There's treaion in the play againſt our ſcx. 
A man that's falſe to love, that vous and cheats 
And Kites crerv living thing he mects. 
A rogue in mode (I dare not ſpeak too broad) 
One that does ſomething to the very baud. 
Out on him, traitor, ſor a filthy beaſt; 
Nay, and he's like the pack of all the reſt: 
None of em itick at mark; they all deccive. 
Some Jew has chang'd the text, I half believe; 
Their Adam cozen'd our poor grandame Eve. 
To hide their faults, they rap out oaths, and tar: 
Now, tho' we lye, we're too well bred to ſwear. 
So we compound for half the ſin we owe, 
But men are dipt for ſoul and body too; | 
And, when found out, excuſe themſclves, pox cu 
With Latin ſtuff, perjuria ridet amant{m. 


I'm not dts d to know that word in rogue; 


ut | ſuſpect tis Latin for a rogue. 


m ſure, I never heard that ſcritch- ul hollow'd 


| in my poor cars, but ſeparat ion follow'd. 


How can ſuch perjur'd villains e er be ſaved? 2 
Achitophel's not half ſo falſe to David. 

with vows and foft expreſſions to allure, 

They ſtand like forcmen of a ſhop, demure: 

Xo ſooner out of ſight, but they are gadding, 

And for the next new face ride out a padding. 
Yet, by their favour, when they have been kiſſing, 
Ve can perceive the ready money miſſing. 

Well! we may rail; but tis as good een wink; 
Something we find, and ſomething they will ſink, 
Bat ſince they're at renouncing, tis our parts, 
Totrump their diamonds, as they trump our hearts, 


Eritocur to the ſame. 


42 cf conſcience brings me back again, 

To make amends to you beſpatter'd men. 
Ve women love like cats, that hide their joys, 
by growling, ſqualling, and a hideous noile. 


Ind at wild young ſparks; but, without ly ing, 


Never was man worſe thought on for high-flying. 


| The prodigal of love gives each her part, 


and fquandring ſhows, at leaſt, a noble heart. 
Ire heard of men, who, in ſome lewd lampoon, 
Hare hir'd a friend, to make their valour known. 
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That accuiation ſtraight this queſtion brings; 
What is the man that does ſuch naughty things? 
The ſpanicl lover, like a ſneaking fop, 

Lies at our fect; he's ſcarce worth taking up, 
"Tis true, ſuch heroes in a play go far; 
But chamber practice is not like the bar. 

When men ſuch vile, ſuch feint petitions make, 
We fear to give, becauſe they fear to take; 
Since modeſty's the virtue of our kind, 

Pray let it be to our own ſex confin'd. 

When men uſurp it from the female nation, 
"Tis but a work of ſupererogation 
We ſhew'd a princeſs in the play, tis true, 
Who gave her Caeſar more than all his due; 
Told her own faults; but 1 ſhou!d much abhor 
To chooſe à huſband for my confeſſor. 

You ſce what fate follow'd the ſaint-like fool, 
For telling tales from out the nuptial ſchool. 
Our play a merry comedy had prov'd, 
Had ſhe confeſs d fo much to him ſhe lov'd. 
True Preſbyterian wives the means wou'd try; 
But damn'd confeſſing is flat Popery. 


ProLoGUE to the Wibow RAN TER. 
(By Mrs. Beun. 1690.) 


128 ſave ye, gallants, and this hope ful age; 
Y*are welcome to the downfal of the ſtage: 

The fools have labour'd long in their vocation; 

And vice (the manufacture of the nation} 
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Ferſtocks the town ſo much, and thrives fo well, 
That fops and knaves grow drugs, and will not ſell. 
h rain our wares in theatres arc ſhown, 

When cach has a plantation of his own. 

Ins cauſe ne'er fails; for whatſoc'er he ſpends, 
There's (till God's plenty for himſelf and friends. 
would men be rated by poctic rules, 

lud! what a poll would there be rais'd from fools ! 
leantime poor wit prohibited muſt lie, 

I if 'twere made ſome French commodity. 

| fools you will have, and rais'd at vaſt expence; 

And yet, as ſoon as ſeen, they give offence. 

Time was when none would cry, That oaf was me; 
[It now you ſtrive about your pedigree. 
kuble and cap no fooncr are thrown down, 

It there's a muſs of more than half the town. 

tk one will challenge a child's part at leaſt 

4 fn the family is well increaſt. 

i foreign cattle there's no longer need, | 
den we're ſupply'd fo faſt with Engliſh breed. 
Pech! flouriſh, countrymen, drink, ſwear, and roar; 

er'ry free-born ſubject keep his whore, 
wand'ring in the wilderneſs about, 

end of forty years not wear her out. 

when you ſee theſe pictures, let none dare 
o onn beyond a limb or ſingle ſhare: 

where the punk is common, he's a ſot, 
needs will father what the pariſh got. 
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EPILOGUE To HENRY Il. 
(By Mr. MounTrorT. 1693.) 
Spoken by Mrs. BxacecinDLe, 


1 you the ſad cataſtrophe have ſeen. 
Occaſion'd by a miſtreſs and a queen. 
Queen Eleanor the Proud was French, they fay; 
But Engliſh manufaQure got the day. 
Jane Clifford was her name, as books aver : 
Fair Roſamond was but her nom de guerre. 
Now tell me, gallants, would you lead your life 
With ſuch a miſtreſs, or with ſuch a wife? 
If one muſt be your choice, which d'ye approre, 
The curtain lecture, or the curtain love? 
Wou'd ye be godly with perpetual ſtrife, 
Still drudging on with homely Joan your wife; 
Or take your pleaſure in a wicked way? 
Like honeſt whoring Harry in the play ? 
I gueſs your minds: the miſtreſs would be take, 
And nauſeous matrimony ſent a packing. 
The devil's in you all; mankind's a rogue; 
You love the bride, but you deteſt the clog. 
After a year, poor ſpouſe is left i'th'lurch, 
And you like Haynes, return to mother- chuck. 
Or, if the name of church comes croſs your mind, 
Chapels of caſe behind our ſcenes you find. 
The play-houſe is a kind of market-place; 
One chaſſers for a voice, another for a face: 
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Nay, ſome of you (I dare not ſay how many) 


| Would buy of me a pen'worth for your penny. 
Een this poor face (which with my fan I hide) 


Would make a ſhift my portion to provide, 

| Vith ſome ſmall perquiſites I have beſide. 

Tho' for your love, perhaps, I ſhould not care, 
I could not hate a man that bids me fair. 

What might enſue, 'tis hard for me to tell; 

ut | was drench'd to-day for loving well, 

| And fear the poiſon that would make me ſwell. 


A PROLOGUE. 


]* yet there be a few that take delight 
In that which reaſonable men ſhould write; 
To them alone we dedicate this night. 
The reſt may ſatisfy their curious itch 
Vith city Gazettes, or ſome factious ſpeech, 
Or whate'er libel, for the public good, 
Stirs up the Shrove-tide crew to fire and blood. 
Remove your benches, you apoſtate pit, 
And take, above, twelve-penny worth of wit; 
Go back to your dear dancing on the rope, 
Or ſee what's worſe, the devil and the pope. 
The plays that take on our corrupted ſtage, 
Mcthinks, reſemble the diſtracted age; 
Noiſe, madneſs, all unreaſonable things, 
That ſtrike at ſenſe, as rebels do at kings. 
The ſtyle of Forty-one our ports write, 
And you are grown to judge like Forty-cight, 
Vol. II. Q 
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Such cenſures our miſtaking audience make, 
That tis almoſt grown ſcandalous to take. 
They talk of fevers that infect the brains; 
But nonſenſe is the new diſeaſe that reigns. 
Weak ſtomachs, with a long diſeaſe oppreſt, 
Cannot the cordials of ſtrong wit digeſt. 
Therefore thin nouriſhment of farce ye chooſe, 
Decoctions of a barley-water muſe : 
A meal of tragedy would make ye ſick, 
Unleſs it were a very tender chick. 
Some ſcenes in ſippets would be worth our time; 
Thoſe would go down; ſome love that's poach d is 
If theſe ſhould fail— (rhime; 
We muſt lie down, and after all our coſt, 
Keep holy-day, like water-men in froſt; 
While you turn players on the world's great ſtage, 
And act yourſelves the farce of your own age. 


Er110Gvusx to a Tragedy called TaxznLAnE. 
(By Mr. SaunDers.) 


ADIEs, the beardleſs author of this day 
Commends to you the fortune of his play. 

A woman wit hath often grac'd the ſtage; 
But he's the firſt hoy- poet of our age. 
Early as is the year his fancies blow, 
Like young Narciſſus pceping thro' the ſnow. 
Thus Cowley bloſlom'd foon, yet flouriſh'd long; 
This is as forward, and may prove as ſtrong. 


m Q , 31] 3 ©S ww 


TT 5-1 © » 


2 


SS 


E PILOGU ES. 183 
Youth with the fair ſhould always favour find, 

Or we are damn'd diſſemblers of our kind. 

What's all this love they put into our parts? 

Tis but a pit-a-pat of two young hearts. 

Should Hag and Grey-beard make ſuch tender moan, 

| Faith, you'd even truſt 'em to themſelves alone, ] 
And cry, Let's go, here's nothing to be done. J 
Since love's our buſineſs, as 'tis your dclight, 

The young, who beſt can practiſe, beſt can write. 
What tho' he be not come to his full power, 

He's mending and improving every hour. 

You fly the-jockies of tac box and pit. 

Are pleas d to find a hot unbroken wit: 

By management he may in time be made, 

But there's no hope of an old batter'd jade: 

Faint and unnerv'd he runs into a ſweat, 

And always fails you at the ſecond heat. 


AN EPILOGUE. 


you ſaw our wife was chaſte, yet throughly try'd, 
And. without doubt, y are hugely edify'd; 

For, like our hero, whom we ſhew'd to-day, 

You think no woman true, but in a play. 

Love once did make a pretty kind of ſhow; | 

Eſteem and kindneſs in one breaſt will grow: ; 

But 'twas Heaven knows how many years ago. 

Now ſome ſmall chat, and guinea expectation, 

Gets all the pretty creatures in the nation: 
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In comedy your little ſelves you meet, 

"Tis Covent-garden drawn in Bridges- ſtreet. 

Smile on our author then, if he has ſhown 

A jolly nut-brown baſtard of your own. 

Ah! happy you, with caſe and with delight, 

Who act thoſe follies, poets toil to write! 

The ſweating muſe does almoſt leave the chace; 

She puffs, and hardly keeps your Protean vices pac. 

Pinch you but in one vice, away you fly 

To ſome new friſk of contrariety. 

You rowl like ſnow-balls, gathering as you run, 

And get ſeven devils, when diſpoſſeſs d of one. 

Your Venus once was a Platonic queen; 
Nothing of love beſides the face was ſeen; 

But every inch of her you now uncaſe, 

And clap a vizard-maſk vpon the face. 

For ſins like theſe, the zealous of the land, 

With little hair, and little or no band, 

Declare how circulating peſtilences | 

Watch, every twenty years, to ſnap offences. 

Saturn, even now, takes doctoral degrees; 

He'll do your work this Summer, without fees. 

Let all the boxes, Phoebus, find thy grace, 

And, ah, preſerve the eighteen penny place! 

But for the pit confounders, let them go, 

And find as little mercy as they ſhow: 

The actors thus, and thus thy poets pray; 

For every critic ſav'd, thou damn'ſt a play. 
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PROLOGUE ToTur PROPHETESS. 
(By Beaumont and Fletcher. Revived by Mr Dryden.) 
Spoken by Mr. Brrrrxrox. | 


WIr Noſtradame, with all his art, can gueſs 
The fate of our approaching Propheteſs? 

A play, which, like a perſpective ſet right, 

Preſents our vaſt expences cloſe to fight; 

But turn the tube, and there we ſadly view 

Our diſtant gains; and thoſe uncertain too: 

A ſweeping tax, which on ourſelves we raiſe, 

And all, like you, in hopes of better days. 

When will our loſſes warn us to be wiſe? 

Our wealth decreaſes, and our charges riſe. 

Money, the ſweet allurer of our hopes, 

Ebbs out in oceans, and comes in by drops. 

We raiſe new objects to provoke delight; 

But you grow ſated, ere the ſecond ſight. 

Falſe men, e' en ſo you ſerve your miſtreſſes: 

| They riſe three ſtories in their tow'ring dreis; 

And, after all, you love not long enough 

To pay the rigging, ere you leave them off, 

Never content with what you had before, 

But true to change, and Engliſh men all o'er. 

Now honour calls you hence; and all your care 

Is to provide the horrid pomp of war. 


| b plum and ſcarf, jack-boots, and Bilbo blade, 


Yaur ſilver goes, that ſhould ſupport our trade. 
=_ 
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Go, unkind heroes, leave our ſtage to mourn; 
Till rich from vanquiſh'd rebels you return; 


And the fat ſpoils of Teague in triumph draw, 


His fir kin - butter, and his uſquebaugh. 

Go, conqu'roes of your male and female foes; 
Men without hearts, and women without hoſe, 
Each bring his love a Bogland captive home; 
Such proper pages will long trains become; 
With copper collars, and with brawny backs, 
Quite to put down the faſhion of our blacks. 
Then ſhall the pious muſes pay their vows, 
And furniſh all their laurels for your brows; 
Their tuneful voice ſhall riſe for your delights; 
We want not poets fit to ſing your fights. 

But you, bright beauties, for whoſe only ſake 
Thoſe doughty knights ſuch dangers undertake, 
When they with happy gales are gone away, 
With your propitious preſence grace our play; 
And with a ſigh their empty ſeats ſurvey : 


Then think, on that bare bench my ſervant fat; 


I ſee him ogle ſtill, and hear him chat; 
Selling facetious bargains, and propounding 
That witty recreation, call'd dum-founding. 
Their loſs with patience we will try to bear; 
And would do more, to ſee you often here: 
That our dead ſtage, reviv'd by your fair eyes, 
Under a female regency may riſe. 


>> EE ATA 


* 


FF 


110 
In 
Ar 
Bu 
o 
80 
Re 
Fo 


Bu 
Tt 
Te 


EPILOGUES. 187 


PROLOGUE to the Univerſity of Oxford, 
| Spoken by Mr. Hart, at the aQing of the 
SILENT WOMAN. 


nar Greece, when learning flouriſh'd, only knew, 
Athenian judges, you this day renew, 
Here too are annual rites to Pallas done, 
And here poctic prizes loſt or won. 
Methinks I ſee you, crown'd with olives, fit, 
And ſtrike a facred horror from the pit. 
A day of doom is this of your decree, 
Where even the beſt are but by mercy free: 
A day, which none but Johnſon durſt have 23 
1 to ſee. 
Here they, who long have knoun the uſeful tas” 
Come to be taught themſelves, to teach the age. 
As your commiſſioners our poets go, 
To cultivate the virtue which you ſow ; 
In your Lycacum firſt themſelves refin'd, 
And delegated thence to human-kind. 
Bat as ambaſſadors, when long from home, 
Ter new inſtructions to their princes come; 
$ poets, who your precepts have forgot, 
Return, and beg they may be better taught: 
Follies and faults elſewhere by them are ſhown, 
But by your manners they correct their own. 
Thiilliterate writer, emp' rie like, applies 
To minds diſcas'd, unſafe, chance, remedies: 
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The learn'd in ſchools, where knowledge firſt began, 
Studies with care th'anatomy of man ; 

Sees virtue, vice, and paſſions in their cauſe, 

And ſame from ſcience, not from fortune diaws. 
So poctry, which is in Oxford made 

An art, in London only is a trade. 

There haughty dunces, whoſe unlcarned pen 
Could ne'er ſpell grammar, would be reading men. 
Such build their poems the Lucictian way: 

So many huddled atoms make a play; 

And if they hit in order by ſome chance, 

They call that nature, which is ignorance. 

To ſuch a fame let mere town-wits aſpire, 

And their gay nonſenſe their own cits ad mire. 

Our poet, could he find forgireneſs here, 

Would with it rather than a p/aud:d there. 

He owns no crown from thoſe Pratetorian bands 
Burt knows that right is in the ſenate's hands. 
Not impudent enough to hope your praiſe, 

Low at the muſes feet his wreath he lays, | 
And, whcre he took it vp, reſigns his bays. 
Kings make their pocts u hom themſelves think fit 
But tis your ſuffrage makes authentic wit. 


EPILOGU E, ſpoken by the ſame. 


o poor Dutch peaſant, wing'd with all his fear, 
Flies with more haſte, when the French au 
draw near, | 


. 
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Than we with our poetic train come down, 
For refuge hither, from th inſe ted town: 
Heaven for our fins this ſumm e has thought fit 


o viſit us with all the plagues of wit. 


A French troop firſt ſwept all things in its way; 
But thoſe hot Monſieurs were too quick to ſtay; 
Yet, to our coſt, in that ſhort time, we find 
They left their itch of novelty behind. 

Th' Italian Merry- Andrews took their place, 

And quite debauch'd the ſtage with lewd grimace: 
Inſtead of wit, and humour, your d. ght 

Was there to ſee two hobby-horſes fight ; 

Stout Scaramoucha with ruth lance rode in, 

And ran a tilt at Centaur Arlcquin. 

For love you heard how amorous aſſes bray d. 
And cats in gutters gave their ſerenade. 

Nature was out of count'nance, and each day 
dome new-born monſtcr ſhewn you for a play. 
But when all fail'd, to ſtrike the ſtage quite dumb, 
Thoſe wicked engines call'd machines are come. 
Thunder and lightning now for wit are play'd, 
And ſhortly ſcenes in Lapland will be laid : 

Art magic is for poetry proteſt ; 

And cats and dogs, and each obſcener beaſt, 

To which Egyptian dotards once did bow, 


Upon our Engliſh ſtage are worſhipp'd now 


Vitchcraft reigns there, and raiſes to renown 
Macbeth, and Simon Magus of the town, 
Fletcher's deſpis'd, your Johnſon's out of faſhion, 
And wit the only drug in all the nation. 
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In this low ebb our wares to you are ſhown ; 

By you thoſe ſtaple authors worth is known; 

For wit's a manufacture of your own. 

When you, who only can, their ſcenes have pra 
We'll boldly back, and ſay, their price is rais'd, 
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EPILOGUE, ſpoken at Oxronn 
By Mrs. Maas ATT. 


Orr has our poet wiſk d, this happy ſcat 
Might prove his fading muſe's laſt retreat: 

I wonder'd at his wiſh, but now I find 

He fought for quiet, and content of mind; 

Which noiſeful towns, and courts can never knoy, 

And only in the ſhades like laurels grow. 

Youth, cre it ſces the world, here ſtudies reſt, 

And age returning thence concludes it beſt, 

What wonder if we court that happineſs 

Yearly to ſhare, which hourly you poſſeſs, 

Teaching even you, while the vext world we ſhow, 

Your pcace to valne more, and bettcr know ? 

»Tis all we can return for favours paſt, 

Whoſe holy memory ſhall ever laſt, 

For patronage from him whoſe care preſides 

O'er every noble art, and every ſcience guides: 

Bathurſt, a name the learn'd with reverence know, 

And ſcarcely more to his own Virgil owe; 

Whoſe age enjoys but what his youth deſerv'd, 

To rule thoſe muſes whom before he ſerv' d. 
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learning, and vntainted manners too, 
Fe ind, Athenians, arc dciiv'd from you: 
auch ancient hoſpitality there reſts 
þ yours as dwelt in the firſt Grecian breaſts, 
Whoſe kindneſs was religion to their gueſts. 
uch modeſty did to our ſex appear, 
& had there been no laws, we need not fear, 
face each of you was our protecter here. 
erſe ſo chaſte, and fo ſtrict virtue ſhown, 
might Apollo with the muſes own. 
our return, we might deſpair to find 
ges ſo juſt, ſo knowing, and ſo kind. 


PROL OGUVU E to the Univerſity of Oxronn, 
Donn and plots, which have undone our age, 
With the ſame ruin have o'erwhelm'd the ſtage. 
ur houſe has ſuffcr'd in the common woe, 
Ve have been troubled with ſcotch rebels too. 
Our brethren are from Thames to Tweed departed, 
| of our ſiſters, all the Kinder hearted, 
o Edinborough gone, or coach'd or carted. 
ith bonny blue cap there they act all night 
for Scotch half-crown, in Engliſh three-pence hight. 
ne nymph, to whom fat Sir John Falſtaff's lean, 


re with her ſingle perſon fills the ſcene, 
ther, with long uſe and age decay'd, 


u' here old woman, and roſe there a maid. 


ar truſty door-keepers of former time 
were ſtrut and ſwagger in heroic rhime. 
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Tack but a copper-lace to drugget ſuit, 

And there's a hero made without diſpute : 

And that, which was a capon's tail before, 
Becomes a plume for Indian emperor. 

But all his ſubjects, to expreſs the care 

Of imitation, go, like Indians, bare: | 
Lac'd linen there would be a dangerous thing; 

It might perhaps a new rebellion bring; | 
The Scot, who wore it would be choſen king. 
But why ſhould I theſe renegades deſcribe, 

When you yourſelves have ſeen a lewder tribe? 
Teague has been here, and, to this learned pit, 
With iriſh action flander'd Engliſh wit: 

You have beheld fach barb'rous Mac's appear, 
As merited a ſecond maſſacre ; 

Such as, like Cain, was branded with diſgrace, 
And had their country ſtamp'd upon their face. 
When ſtrollers durſt preſume to pick your purſe, 
We humbly thought our broken troop not worſe. 
How ill ſoe er our action may deſerve, | 
Oxford's a place, where wit can never ſtarve. 


PROLOGUE to the Univerſity of Oxron. 


r actors cannot much of learning boaſt, 
Of all who want it, we admire it moſt; 

We love the praiſes of a learned pit, 

As we remotely are ally'd to wit. 

We ſpeak our poct's wit, and tread in ore, 

Like thoſe, who touch upon the godlen ſhore: 

| Betwixt our judges can diſtinction make, 

Diſcern how much, and why, our poems t. ke: 


q— T_T 


T FF SEES > 


— 
— 


Mark if the fools, or men of ſenſe, rejoice; 
Whether th'applauſe be only ſound or voice. 
When our fop gallants, or our city folly 

chp over-loud, it makes us melancholy : 

ve doubt that ſcene which does their wonder raiſe, 
And, for their ignorance, contemn their praiſe. 
Judge then, if we who act, and they who write, 
Should not be proud of giving you delight. 
London likes grofly ; but this nicer pit 

Examines, fathoms all the depths of wit; 

The ready finger lays on every blot; 

Knows what ſhould juſtly pleaſe, and what ſhould not. 
Nature herſclf lies open to your view; 

You judge by her, what draught of her is true, 
Where out-lines falſe, and colours ſeem too faint, 
Where bunglers daub, and where true pocts paint. 
But by the ſacred Genius of this place, 

By ev'ry muſe, by each domeſtic grace, 

le kind to wit, which but endeavours well, 

And, where you judge, preſumes not to excel. 

Our pocts thither for adoption come, 

As nations ſu'd to be made free of Rome: 

Not in the ſuffragating tribes to ſtand, 

But in your utmoſt, laſt, provincial band. 

H his ambition may thoſe hopes purſue, 

Who with religion loves your arts and you, 
Oxford to him a dearer name ſhall be, 

Than his own mother univerſity. 

Thebes did his green, unknowing, youth engage; 
le chooſes Athens in his riper age. | | 
Vor. II. | R 
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' PROLOGUE ro ALBUMAZ AR. 


TT ſay, this comedy pleas'd long ago, 

Is not enough to make it paſs you now, 
Yet, gentlemen, your anceſtors had wit; 
When few men cenſur d, and when fewer writ. 
And Johnſon, of thoſe few the beſt, choſe this, 
As the beſt model of his maſter- piece: 
| Subtle was got by our Albumazar, 
That Alchymiſt by this Aſtrologer; 
Here he was faſhion'd, and we may ſuppoſe 
He lik'd the faſhion well, who wore the clothes. 
But Ben made nobly his what he did mould; 
What was another's lead, becomes his gold: 
Like an unrightcous conqueror he reigns, 
Yet rules that well, which he unjuſtly gains, 
But this our age ſuch authors does afford, 


As make whole plays, and yet ſcarce write one word: 


Who, in this anarchy of wit, rob all, 

And what's their plunder, their poſſeſſion call : 
Who, like bold padders, ſcorn by night to prey, 
But rob by ſun-ſhine, in the face of day: 

Nay ſcarce the common ceremony uſe 

Of, Stand, Sir, and deliver up your muſe; 

But knock the poct down, and, with a grace, 
Mount Pegaſus before the owner's face. 

Faith, if you have ſuch courtry Toms abroad, 
Ils time for all true men tv kave that road. 
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Aud durſt not ſteal, unleſs you pleas'd to wink. 
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Yet it were modeſt, could it but be ſaid, 

They ſtrip the living, but theſe rob the dead; 

Dare with the mummies of the muſes play, 

And make love to them the Ægyptian way; 

Or, as a thyming author would have faid, 

Join the dead living to the living dead. 

duch men in poetry may claim ſome part: 

They have the licence, tho' they want the art; 

And might, where theft was prais'd, for laureats ſtand, 


Poets, not of the head, but of the hand. 


They make the benefits of other ſtudying, 

Much like the meals of politic Jack-pudding, 
Whoſe diſh to challenge no man has the courage: 
Tis all his own when once h has ſpit i'th* porridge. 
But, gentlemen, you're all concern'd in this; 

You are in fault for what they do amiſs : 

for they their thefts ſtill undiſcover'd think, 


Perhaps, you may award by your decree, 

They ſhould refund ; but that can never be. 

for ſhould you letters of repriſal ſeal, 

Thcſe men write that which no man elſe would ſteal, 
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' PROLOGUE To ARVIRAGUS any PHILICH 


REVIVED, 
(Py Lopowic CarLELt, Eſq. ) 
Spoken by Mr. Hart. 


Wr: ſickly actors and an old honſe too, 
We're match d with glorious theatres and ter, 


And with our alc-houſe ſcenes, and clothes bare wan, 


Can ncither raiſe old plays, nor new adorn. 

If all theſe ills could not undo vs quite, 

A briſk French troop is grown your dear delight; 
Who with broad bloody bills call you each day, 
19 laugh and break your buttons at their play; 
Or ſee ſome ſerious piece, which we preſume 

Is fall'n from ſome incomparable plume; 

And therefore, Meffcurs, if you'll do us grace, 
Send lacquies early to preſerve your place. 

We dare not on your privilege intrench, 

Or aſk you why you like em? they are French. 
Tuc refore ſome go with courteſy exceeding, 
Neither to hear nor ſee, but ſhow their breeding: 
Each lady ſtriving to out-laugh the reſt; 

To make it ſeem they underſtood the jeſt. 

Their countrymen come in, and nothing pay, 
To teach us Engliſh where to clap the play : 
Civil [gad Our hoſpitable land 

Bears all the charge, for them to underſtand : 


rr Ve my 


Meantime we languiſh, and neglected lie, 


Expecting famine on a deſart ſhore. 
1 Whence ev'n the natives, forc'd by hunger, fled. 


| But ncer before was ſeen ſo ſadly true: 


{ While you the founders make yourſelves the gueſts, 
of all mankind beſides fate had ſome care, 


Lou cherith'd it, and now its fall you mourn, 


| Who think that fire a judgment on the ſtage, 
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Like wives, while you keep better company; 
And wiſh for your own fakes, without a ſatire, 
You'd leſs good-breeding, or had more good- nature. 


ProLoGue ſpoken the firſt day of the King's Houſe 
acting after the Fire. 


ſhipwreck'd paſſengers eſcape to land, 
So look they, when on the bare beach they ſtand 
Dropping and cold, and their firſt fear ſcarce oer, 


From that hard climate we muſt wait for bread, 
Our ſtage does human chance preſcnt to view, 


You are chang'd too, and your pretence to ſee 
Is but a nebler name for charity. 
Your own proviſions furniſh out our feaſts, 


But for poor wit no portion did prepare, 
Tis left a rent-charge to the brave and fair, 


Which blind unmanner'd zealots make their ſcorn, 


Which ſpar'd not temples in its furious rage. 

But as our new-built city riſes higher, 

80 from old threatres may new aſpire, 

bince ſate contrives magvificence by fire. 
* 3 
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Our great metropolis does far ſurpaſs 
Whate'er is now, and equals all that was: 
Our wit as far does forcign wit excel, 

And, like a king, ſhould in a palace dwell. 
But we with golden hopes are vainly fed, 
Talk high, aud entertain you in a ſhed: 
Your preſence here (for which we humbly ſue) 
Will grace old theatres, and build up new. 


ProLocut for the Women, when they acted at the 
old Theatre in Lincoln's-Inn-Ficlds. 


. W- none of you, gallants, c'er driven fo hard, 
As when tl poor kind foul was under guard, 

And could not do't at home, in ſome by-ſtrect 

To take a lodging, and in private meet ? 

Such is our caſe, we can't appoint our houſe, 

The lover's old and wonted rendezvouz; 

But hither to this truſty nook remove; 

The worſe the lodging is, the more the love, 

For much good paliime, many a dear ſweet hug, 

Is ſtol'n in garrets on the humble rug. 

Here's good accommodation in the pit, 

The grave demurcly in the midſt may fit; 

And ſo the hot Burgundian on the ſide 

Ply vizard maſk, and o'er the benches ſtride ; 


Here are convenient upper boxes too, | 
For thoſe that make the moſt triumphant how; 
All that kcep coaches muſt not fit below, 1 
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There, gallants, you betwixt the acts retire, 
And at dull plays have ſomething to admire; 

| We, who look up, can your add.ellcs mark; 
And fee the creatures coupled in the ark: 

$ we expect the lovers, braves, and wits; 

The gaudy houte with ſcenes will ſerve for cits. 


An Eritocuz for the King's Houſe. 


\ r act by fits and ſtarts, like drowning men, 
Bat juſt pecp up, and then pop down again, 

Let thoſe who call us wicked change their ſcaſe; 

for never men liv'd more on providence, 

Not lott'ry cavaliers are half ſo poor, 

Nor broken cits nor a vocation wiiores 

Nor courts, nor courticrs living on the rents 

bf the three laſt ungiving parliaments : 


do wretch<d, that if Pharaoh could divine, 
he might have ſpar d his dream of ſcven can Kine, 
And chang'd his viſioa for the muſes nine. . 3 


Tie comet, that, they ſay, portends a d-arth, 

Was but a vapour drawn from p/ay-2 fe carth: 
bent there ſince our laſt fire, and, Lilly favs, 

fore hes our change of ſtate, and thin He-. 
Tis not our want of wit that keeps us poor; 

for then the printcrs preſs would ſutſer more. 
Their pamplleteers each day their venom ſpit; 
They thrive by treaſon, and we ſtarve by wit. 
Gafeſs the truth, which of you has not laid 

four farthings out to buy the Hatficld Maid 2 
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Or, which is duller yet, and more wou'd ſpite us, 
Democritus his war with Heraclitus ? 

Such are the authors, who have run us down, 
And exercis'd you critics of the town. 

Yet theſe are pearls to your lamponing rhimes, 

Y' abuſe yourſclves more dully than the times. 
Scandal, the glory of the Engliſh nation, 

Is worn to rages, and ſcribbled out of faſhion, 
Such harmleſs thruſts, as it, Ike *cnceis wite, 
They had agree'd their play beiote their prize. 
Faith, they may hang their harps upon the willow; 
"Tis juſt like children when they box with pillows 
Toca put an end to civil war for ſhame: 

Let cach knizht-crrant, uho has wrong'd a dame, 
throw don his per, and give her, as he can, 
The ſatistaction of 3 gentleman. 


A PROLOGUE 


Gutes rs, a haſhſul poet bids me fay, 
He's come to loſe his maidenhead to-day, 

Be not too tierce; for he's but green of age, 

And ne'er till now, debauch'd upon the ſtage. 

He wants the jut ring part of reſolution, 

And comes with bluſhes to his execution. 

Ere you dctlow'r his muſe, he hopes the pit 

Will make fome fettlement upon his wit. 

Promite him well, before the play begin; 

For he would ſain bc cozen'd into fin, 
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Tis not but that he knows you mean to fail; | 
But, if you leave him after being frail, 
He'll have, at leaſt, a fair pretence to rail; 


{ To call you baſe, and ſwear you us'd him ill, 
And put you in the new deſeiters bill. 


Lord, what a troop of perjur'd men we ſee; 


Enough to fill another Mercury! 


But this the ladies may with patience brook : 
Theirs ate not the firſt colours you forſook. 

He wou'd be loth the beautics to oſſend; 

But, if he ſhou'd, he's not too old to mend. 

He's a young plant, in his firſt year of bearing; 

But his friend ſwears, he will be worth the rearing, 
His glots is ſtill upon him: though tis true 

He's yet unripe, yet take him for the blue. 


| You think an Art half green is beſt; 


There's ſweet and ſour, and one fide good at leaſt, 
Mango's and limes, whoſe nouriſhment is little, 
Tho' not for food, are yet preſerv'd for pickle. 

$0 this green writer may pretend, at leaſt, 

To whet your ſtomachs for a better feaſt. 

He makes this difference in the ſexes too; 

He ſells to men, he gives himſelf to you. 

To both he wou'd contribute ſome delight; 

A mcer poctic-l hermaphrodite. 


With arms offenſive, and defenſive too; 
Tis hard, be thinks, if neither part will do. 


Thus he's equipp'd, both to be woo'd, and woo; 5 
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To the Riglit Honourable the 
EARL Sr ABINGDON, & 


Mr Londo, 
1 Hooks commands, u ch which you honoured me ſome 

months ago, arc now performed: they had been 
ſooner ; but betwixt ill health, ſome buſineſs, and 
many troubles, | was torced to defer them till this 
time. Ovid, going to his baniſhment, and writing 
from on ſhipboard to hi friends, excuſed the faults 
of his poctry by his misfortunes; and told them, 
that good verſes never flow, but from a ſercne aud 
compoſed ſpirit. Wit, which is a kind of Mercury, 
with wings faſtened to his head and heels, can fly 
but lowly in a damp air. I therefore choſe rather to 
obey you late than ill: if at leaſt I am capable of 
writing any thing, at any time, wh:ch is worthy your 
peruſal and your patronage. I cannot ſay that I have 
eſcaped from a ſhipwreck ; but have only gained a 
rock by hard ſwimming ; where I may pant a while 
and gather breath: for the doctors give me a ſad ai- 
ſurance, that my diſeaſe never took its leave of any 
man, but with a purpoſe to return. However, my 
Lord, I have laid hold on the interval, and managed 
the ſmall ſtock, which age has left me, to the beſt 
advantage, in performing this inconſiderable ſervice 
to my Lady's memory. We, who are prieſts of Apol- 
ho, have not the inſpiration when we plcaſe; but muſt 
wait till the god comes ruſhing on us, and invades us 
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with a fury, which we 10 not able to reſiſt: hic 


gives us double ſtrength while the fit continues, aud 
leaves us languiſhing and ſpent at its departure. La 


me not ſcem to boaſt, my Lord; for I have really fe} 


it on this occaſion, and propheſied beyond my natu- 
tural power. Let me add, and hope to be believed, that 
the excellency of the ſuhject contributed much to the 
happineſs of the execution; and that the weight of 
thirty years was taken off me, while | was writing, | 
ſwam with the tide, and the water under me wu 
buoyant. The reader will cafily obſerve, that I wa 
tronſported by the multitude and variety of my fimi- 
litudes; which are generally the product of a luxur- 
ant fancy, and the wantonneſs of wit. Had I calle 
in my judgment to my aſſiſtance, I had certainly re- 


trenched many of them. But l defend them not; lt 


them paſs for beautiful faults amongſt the better ſort 
of critics: for the whole poem, tho' written in that 
which they call heroic verſe, is of the Pindaric n- 
ture, as wcll in the thought as the expreſſion; and, 
as ſuch, requires the ſame grains of allowance for it, 
It was intended, as your Lordſhip ſees in the title, not 
for an elegy, but a panegyric : a kind of apotheoſis, 
indeed, if a Heathen word may be applied to a Chi- 
ſtian uſe. And on all occaſions of praiſe, if we take 
the ancients for our patterns, we are bound by pre- 
ſcription to employ the magnificence of words, and 
the force of figures, to adorn the ſublimity of thoughts. 


Iſocrates amongſt the Grecian orators, and Cicero, 


and the younger Pliny amongit the Romans, hare 
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left us their precedents for our ſecurity : for I think 


I need not mention the inimitable Pindar, who ſtret- 
ches on theſe pinions out of ſight, and is carried up- 


ward, as it were, into another world. 

This, at leaſt, my Lord, I may juſtly plead, that 
if | have not performed fo well as I think I have, yet 
| have uſed my beſt endeavours to excel myſelf. One 
diſadvantage I have had; which is, never tu have 
known or ſeen my Lady: and to draw the lineaments 
of her mind, from the deſcription, which l have re- 
ceived from others, is for a painter to ſet himſelf at 
work without the living original before him : which, 


{| the more beautiful it is, will be ſo much the more dif- 


ficult for him to conceive, when he has only a relation 


| giren him of ſuch and ſuch features by an acquaint- 


ance or a friend, without the nice touches, which give 
the beſt reſemblance, and make the graces of the pie- 
ture. Every artiſt is apt enough to flatter himſelf (and 
| among the reſt) that their own ocular obſervations 
would have diſcovercd more perfections, at lcaſt others, 
than have been delivered to them: though I have re- 
ceired mine from the beſt hands, that is, from per- 
ſons who neither want a juſt underſtanding of my La- 
dy's worth, nor a due veneration for her memory. 
Doctor Donne, the greateſt wit, though not the 
greateſt poet of our nation, acknowledges, that he 
had never ſeen Mrs Drury, whom he has made im- 


mortal in his admirable anniverſaries. I have had the 
fame fortune, tho' I have not ſucceeded to the fame 


genius, However, I have followed his foorfteps in the 
| 83 
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deſign of his panegyric ; which was to raiſe an em 
lation in the living, to copy out the example of the 


dead. And therefore it was, that I once intended to 
have called this poem, The Pattern: and though, on 
a ſecond conlideration, I changed the title into the 


name of the illuſtrious perſon, yet the deſign con- 


nues, and Eleonora is ſtill the pattern of charity, de- 


vot ion, and humility; of the beſt wife, the beſt no- 


ther, and the beſt of friends, 


And now, my Lord, though I have endeavoured to | 


anſwer your commands, yet I could nat anſwer it to 
the world, nor to my conſcience, if 1 gave not your 


Lordſhip my teſtimony of being the beſt huſband nos 


liviag: I ſay my teſtimony only; for the praiſe of it 
is given you by yourſelf. They who deſpiſe the rules 
of virtue, both in their practice and their morals, will 
think this a very trivial commendation. But I think 
it the peculiar happineſs of the Counteſs of Abingdon, 
to have been ſo truly loved by you, while ſhe was li- 
ing, and ſo gratefully honoured after ſhe was dcad. 
Few there are who have either had, or could have, 
ſuch a loſs; and yet fewer who carried their love and 
conſtancy beyond the grave. The exteriors of moum- 
ing, a decent funeral, and black habits, are the uſual 
ſtiats of common huſbands : and perhaps their wives 
deſerve no better than to be mourned with hypocri- 
ſy, and forgot with caſe. But you have diſtinguiſhed 
yourſelf from ordinary lovers, by a real and laſting 
grief for the deceaſed; and by endeavouring to raiſe 
for her the moſt durable monument, which is that a 
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riſe. And fo it would have proved, if the workman 
had becn equal to the work, and your choice of the 
artificer as happy as your deſign. Yet, as Phidias, 
when he had made the ſtatue of Minerv1, could not 
forbcar to engrave his own name, as author of the 
piece: fo give me leave to hope, that, by ſubſciibing 
mine to this poem, I may live by the goddeſs, and 
tranſmit my name to poſterity by the memory of hers. 
It is no flattery to aſſure your Lordihip, that the is 
remembered, in the preſent age, by all who have had 
the honour of her converſation and acquaintance 

and that Il have never been in any company finee the 
news of her death was firſt broaght me, where they 
haze not extolled her vi.tues, and even ſpoken the 
fme things of her in proſe, which J have done 
in verſe. | | 

I therefore think myſelf obhliged to thank your 
Lordthip for the commiſiion which you have given 
me: how I have acquitted myſelf of it, muſt be left 
to the opinion of the world, in ſpite of any proteſta- 
tion, which I can enter againit the preſent age, as in- 
comp<tent or corrupt judges. For my comturt, they 
we but Engliſhmen, and, as ſuch, if they think ill of 
ne to-day, they are inconſtant enough to think well 
of me to-morrow. And after all, I have not much to 
thank my fortune that I was bora amongſt them. 
The good of beth ſexes are fo few, in England, that 
they ſtand like exceptions againſt general rules: and 
{though one of them has deſerved a greater commen- 


Gtion than I could gives her, they have taken care 
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that I ſhould tire my pen with frequent exerciſe on 


the like ſubjects; that praiſes, like taxes, ſhould be 
appropriated, and left almoſt as individual as the per. 


ſon. They ſay, my talent is ſatire: if it be ſo, it is: 


fruitful age, and there is an extraordinary crop to ga 
ther. But a ſingle hand is inſufficient for ſuch a har 
veſt: they have ſown the dragons teeth themſelves, 
and it is but juſt they ſhoald reap each other in lam- 
ponns. You, my Lord, who have the character of bo- 
nour, tho' it is not my happineſs to know you, may 
ſtand aſile, with the ſmall remainders of the Englif 
nobility, truly ſuch, and. unhurt yourſelves, behold 
the mad combat. If I have pleaſed you, and ſome few 
others, I have obtained my end. You fee | have db 
abled myſelf. like an elected Speaker of the Hauſe: 
yet like him I have undertaken the charge, and find 
the burden faFoicntly recompenſed by the honour. l 
picaſed to accept of theſe my unworthy labours, this 
paper monument; end let her pious memory, which 
I am fre is ſacred to you, not only plead the pardos 
of my many faults, but gain me your protedies 
which is ambitiouſly ſought by, 


My Lox, 
Your Lordſhip's 


Moſt obedient Servant, 


JOHN DRYDEK 


14 
be 
r 
by. 
u. 
T 
t 
m- 
ho- 
nay 
lil 
od 
few 
di 
uſe: 
had 
„de 
this 
hich 
rdoa 


do ſure the dole, ſo ready at their call, 
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Dedicated to the Memory of the late 


COUNTESS OF ABINGDON. 


As when ſome great and gracious monarch dies, 


Soft whiſpers, firſt, and mournful murmurs riſe 

Among the fad attendants; then the ſound 
Soon gathers voice, and ſpreads the news around, 
Through town and country, 'til: the dreadful blaſt 
bk blown to diſtant colonies at laſt; 
Who, then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain, 
For his long life, and for his happy reign: 
$ ſlowly, by degrees, unwilling fame 
Did matchleſs Eleonora's fate proclaim, 
Till public, as the loſs, the news became. 

The nation felt it in th' extremeſt parts, 
With cyes o'erflowing, and with blecding hearts: 
But moſt the poor, whom daily ſhe ſupply d, 
Beginning to be ſuch, but when ſhe dy d. 
For, while ſhe liv'd, they ſlept in peace by night, 
decure of bread, as of returning light; 


And with ſuch firm dependence on the day, 


That need grew pamper'd, and forgot to pray: 


They ſtood prepar'd to ſee the manna fall, 
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Such multitudes ſhe fed, ſhe cloth'd, ſhe nurſt 
That ſhe, herſelf, might fear her wanting firſt, 
Of her five talents, other five ſhe made; 
Heaven, that had largely given, was largely paid: 
And in few lives, in v ond'rous few, we find 
A fortune better fitted to the mind. 

Nor did her alms from oſtentation fall, 
Or proud deſire of praiſe; the ſoul gave all: 
Vabrib'd it gave; or if a bribe appear, 

No leſs than heaven; to heap huge treaſures there, 
Want paſs'd for merit at her open door: 
Heaven faw, he ſafely might increaſe bis poor, 

Aud truſt their ſuſtenance with her ſo well, 
As not to be at charge of miracle. 

None could be ncedy, whom ſhe ſaw, or knew; 
All in the compaſs of her ſphere ihe drew: 
He, who could touch her garment, was as ſure, 
As the firſt Chriſtians of th* Apoſtle's cure. 
The diſtant heard by fame her pious decds, 
And laid her up for their extremeſt necds; 
A future cordial for a fainting mind; 

For, what was ne'er refus'd, all hop'd to find, 
Each in his turn: the rich might freely come, 
As to a friend, but to the poor, 'twas home. 
As to ſome holy houſe th'afflicted came, 
The hunger-ſtarv'd, the naked, and the lame; 
Want and diſcaſcs fled before her name. 

For zeal like hers her ſervants were too flow; 
She was the firſt, where need requir'd, to go; 
Herſclf the foundreſs and attendant too. 


Care ſhe had zueſts ſometimes to entertain, 
zueſts in diſguiſe, of her great Maſter's ttain: 
Jer Lord himſelf might come, for ought we know; 
ence in a ſervant's form he liv'd below: 
acath her roof he might be plcas'd to ſtay : 
r fome benighted angel, in his way, 
icht caſe his wings, and, ſeeing heaven appear 
| its beſt work of mercy, think it there: 
ere all the deeds of charity and love 
ere in as conſtant method, as above, 
U carried on; all of a piece with theirs; | 
u free her alms; as diligent her cares; 5 
loud her praiſes, and as warm her pray'rs. 
Yet was ſhe not profuſe; but fear'd to waſte, 
| wiſely manag'd, that the ſtock might laſt; 
at all might be ſupply d, and ſhe not grieve, 
n crouds appear d, ſhe had not to relieve : 
to prevent, ſhe ſtill increas'd her ſtore; 
up, and ſpar d, that ſhe might give the more. 
2 or ſome greater king than he, 
wrided for the ſeventh neceſlity : 
wght from above his magazines to frame; 


a famine was prevented c'er it came. 
$ Heaven, though all-ſufficient, ſhews a bn 


his — and bounds his gift: 

, for our day, one ſingle light: 
| his reflexion too ſupplies the night: 
aps a thouſand other worlds, that lic 
from us and latent in the (ky, 


5 
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Are lighten'd by his beams and kindly nurſt ; 
Of which our earthly dunghill is the worſt. 
No as all virtues keep the middle line, 
Yet ſomewhat more to one extreme incline, 
Such was her ſoul : abhorring avarice, 
Bounteous, but almoſt bountcous to a vice: 
Had ſhe given more, it had profuſion been, 
And turn'd th't xceſs of goodneſs into Gn. 
Theſe virtues rais'd her fabric to the ſky; 


For that, which is next Heaven, is charity. 


But, as high turrets, for their airy ſteep, 
Require foundations, in proportion deep; 

And lofty cedarsas far upwards ſhoot, 

As to the nether heavens they drive the root : 
So low did her ſecure foundation lie, 

She was not humble, bot humility. 

Scarcely ſhe knew that ſhe was great or fair, 
Or wiſe, beyond what other women are, 

Or, which is better, knew, but never durſt compare. 
For to be conſcious of what all admire, 

And not be vain, advances virtue higher. 

But till ſhe found, or rather thought ſhe found, 
Her own worth wanting, others to abound; 
Aſcrib'd above their due to every one, 

Unjuſt and ſcanty to herſelf alone. 

Such her devotion was, as might give rules 
Of ſpeculation to diſputing ſchools, 
And teach us cqually the ſcales to hold 
Betwixt the two extremes of hot and cold; 
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That pious heat may mod'rately prevail, 

And we be warm'd, but not be ſcorch'd with zeal. 

Buſineſs might ſhorten, not diſturb, her pray'r; 

Heaven had the beſt, if not the greater ſhare. 

An active life long oraiſons forbids ; 

Yet ſtill ſhe pray d, for ſtill ſhe pray'd by deeds. 
Her ev'ry day was Sabbath; only free 

From hours of pray'r, for hours of charity. 

Such as the Jews from ſervile toil releaſt; 

| Where works of mercy were a part of reſt; 

Such as bleſt angels exerciſe above, 

Vary'd with facred hymns and acts of love: 

Such Sabbaths as that one ſhe now enjoys, 

Er'n that perpetual one, which ſhe employs, 

(For ſuch vic iſſitudes in heaven there are) 

In praiſe alternate, and alternate pray'r. 

All this ſhe practis'd here; and when ſhe ſprung 

Amidſt the choirs, at the firſt ſight ſhe ſung; 

Sung and was ſung herſclf in angels lays; 

Tor praiſing her, they did her Maker praiſe. 

All offices of hcaven fo well ſhe knew, 

Before ſhe came that nothing there was new; 

And ſhe was fo familiarly receiv'd, 

As one returning, not as one arriv'd. 

| Muſe, down again precipitate thy flight: 

For how can mortal eyes ſuſtain immortal light? 

But as the ſun in water we can bear, | 

Yet not the ſun, but his reflexion there, 

So let us view her, here, in what ſhe was, 

And take her image in this wat'ry glaſs; 
Vor. II. WE | 
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Some will be caſt in ſhades, and ſome will be 


Yet look not every lineament to ſee! T 


So lamely drawn, you'll ſcarcely know, tis ſhe. 

For where ſuch various virtues we recite, 

Tis like the Milky-way, all over bright, [light. 

But ſown fo thick with ſtars, tis undiſtingiuſh'd 

Her virtue, not her virtues let us call ; 

For one heroic comprehends 'em all : 

One, as a conſtellation is but one, 

Though tis 2 train of ſtars, that, rolling on, 

Riſe in their turn, and in the Zodiac run: 

Ever in motion; now tis faith aſcends, 

Now hope, now charity, that upward tends, 

And downwards with diffuſive good deſcends. 
As in perfumes compos'd with art and coſt, 

Tis hard to ſay what ſcent is uppermoſt ; 

Nor this part muſk or civet can we call, 

Or amber, but a rich reſult of all; 

So ſhe was all a ſweet, whoſe ev'ry part, 


In due proportion mix'd, proclaim'd the Maker's art. 


No ſingle virtue we could moſt commend, 
Whether the wife, the mother, or the friend; 
For ſhe was all, in that ſupreme degree, 
"Chat as no one prevail'd, fo all was ſhe. 
Ihe ſev'ral parts lay hidden in the piece; 
Th'occalion but exerted that, or this. 

A wite as tender, and as true withal, 
As the firſt woman was before her fall: 
Made for the man, to whom ſhe was a part; 
ade, to attraG& his eyes and keep his heart. 
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A ſecond Eve, but by no crime accuſt; 

As bcautcous, not a+ biittle as the firlt, 

Had the been firſt, (till paradiſe had been, 

| And death had found no entrauce by her fin. 

So the not only had prefſcrv'd from ill 

Her ſex and ours, but liv'd their pattern (till, 

| Love and obcdicnce, to her Lord ihe bore; 
So much obey'd him, but ſhe lov'd him more: 

Not aw'd to duty by ſuperior ſway, 

| But taught by his indulgence to obey. 

Thus we love God as author of our good; 

80 ſubjects love jult kings, or fo they ſmou'd. 

Nor was it with ingratitude return'd ; 5 
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In equal fires the bliſsful couple burn'd; [monrn'd 
One joy poſſeſt em both, and in one grief they 
His paſſion ſtill improv'd; he lov'd fo fait, 
As if he fear d each day wou'd be her laſt. 
| Too true a prophet to foreſee the fate 
That ſhould fo ſoon divide their happy ſtate: 
When he to Heav'n entirely muſt reſtore 
That love, that heart, where he went halves before. 
Yet as the ſoul is all in ev'ry part, 
$0 God and he might each have all her heart. 

So had her children too; for Chat ity 
Was not more fruitful, or more kind than ſhe: 
Each under other by degrees they grew; 
A goodly perſpective of diſtant view. 
Anchiſes look'd not with ſo pleas'd a face, 
la numb' ring o'er his future Roman race, 
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And marſhalling the heroes of his name, 
As, in their order, next, to light they came. 
Nor Cybele, with half ſo kind an eye, 
Survey'd her ions and daughters of the ſky; 
Proud, ſhall 1 ſay, of her immortal fruit? 

As far as pride with heavenly minds may ſuit. 
Her pious love excell'd to all ſhe bore; 

New objects only multiply'd it more. 

And as the choſen found the pearly grain 
As much as cv'ry veſſel could contain; 

As in the blisful viſion each ſhall ſhare 

As much of glory as his ſoul can bear; 

So did ſhe love, and fo diſpenſe her care. 

Her eldeſt thus by conſcquence, was beſt, 

As longer cultivated than the reſt. 

'The babe had all that infant-cate beguiles, 
And early knew his mother in her ſmiles; 
But when dilated organs let in day 

To the young ſoul, and gave it room to play, 
At his firſt aptneſs, the maternal love 

Thoſe rudiments of reaſon did improve: 

The tender age was pliant to command; 
Like wax it yielded to the forming hand: 
True to th'artificer, the labou:'d mind 

With caſe was pious, generous, juſt and kind; 
Soft for impreſſion, from the firſt prepar'd, 
Till virtue with long exerciſe grew hard: 
With ev'ry act confirm'd, and made at laſt 

So durable as not to be effac'd, 
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n turn'd to habit; and, ſrom vices free, 
Goodneſs reſolv d into neceſſity. 

Thus fix'd ſhe virtue's image, that's her own, 
Till the whole mother in the children ſhone; = 
For that was their perfection: ſhe was ſuch, 
They never cou'd expreſs her mind too much, 

I so unexhauſted her perſections were, 

That, for more children, ſhe had more to ſpare: 
For ſouls unborn, whom her untimely death 
Depriv'd of bodics, and of mortal breath; 

And (cou'd they take th' impreſſions of her mind) 
Enough (till lett to ſanctify her kind. 
Then wonder not to ſce this ſoul extend 

The bounds, and ſeck ſome other ſelf, a friend: 
As ſwelling ſeas to gentle rivers glide, 

To ſcek repoſe, and empty out the tide; 
So this full foul, in narrow limits pent, 
Unable to contain her, ſought a vent, 
To itſue out, and in ſome friendly breaſt 
Diſcharge her treatures, and ſccurely reſt: 
T'unboſom all the ſecrets of her heart, 
Take good advice, but better to impart. 
For tis the bliſs of friendihip's holy ſtate, | 
To mix their minds, and to communicate; | 
Though bodies cannot, ſouls can penetrate : 
Fixt to her choice, inviolably true, | 
And wiſely chooling, for ſhe choſe but few, 
Some ſhe muſt have; but in no one cou'd find 
A tally fitted for fo large a mind. 

| | ＋ 3 
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The ſouls of friends like kings in progreſs are: 
Still in their own, though from the palace far: 
Thus her friend's heart her country dwelling was, 
A tweet retirement to a coarſcr place; 

Where pomp and ceremonies enter'd not, 
Where greatneſs was ſhut out, and bus'neſs well forgot, 

This is th' imperfect draught; but ſhort as far 
As the true height and bigneſs of a ſtar 
Exceeds the meaſures of th'aſtronomer. 

She ſhines above, we know; but in what place, 
How ne'er the throne, and Heaven's imperial face, 
By our weak optics is but vainly gueſs'd; 
Diſtance and altitude conceal the reſt. 

'Tho' all theſe are endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrow ſpace of life confin'd, 

The figure was with full perfection crown'd; 
Though not ſo large an orb, as truly round. 
| As when in glory, through the public place, 
The ſpoils of conquer'd nations were to paſs, 
And but one day for triumph was allow'd, 
The conſul was conſtrain d his pomp to crowd; 
And ſo the ſwift proceſſion hurry'd on, 
That all, though not diſtinctly, might be ſhown 2: 
So in the ſtraiten'd bounds of life confin'd, 
She gave but glimpſes of her glorious mind; 
And multitudes of virtues paſs'd along; 
Each preſſing foremoſt in the mighty throng, 
Ambitious to be ſeen, and then make room 
For greater multitudes that were to come. 
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Yet unemploy'd no minute ſlipp'd away 2 
Moments were precious in fo ſhort a ſtay. 
The haſte of Heaven to have her was fo great, 
That ſome were ſingle acts, tho” each complcat; 
But ev'ry act ſtoud ready to repcat. 

Her fellow-ſaints with buſy care will look 
For her bleſt name in fate's eternal book; 

And, pl:as'd to be outdone, with joy will ſee 
Numberleſs virtues, endleſs charity: 

But more will wonder at fo ſhort an age, 

„ Io find a blank beyond the thirti'th page; 

And with a pious fear begin to doubt 

The piece imperfect, and the reſt torn out. 

But twas her Saviour's time; and, cou'd there be 
A copy near th'original, twas ſhe. 

As precious gums are not for laſting fire, 
They but perfume the temple, and expire: 
$0 was ſhe ſoon cxhal'd. and vanith'd hence; 

A ſhort ſweet odour, of a vaſt expence. 
| She vaniſn'd, we can ſcarcely ſay ſh: dy'd: 

For but a xow did heaven and earth divide: 

dne paſs'd ſerenely with a ſingle breath: 

This moment perfect health, the next was death: 
One ſigh did her cternal bliſs aſſure; 

50 little penance needs, when ſouls are almoſt pure. 
As gentle dreams our waking thouglits purſue; 

Gr, one dicam paſs d, we flide into a new; 
$0 cloſe they follow, ſuch wild order keep, 
We think ourtclves awake, and are aſlcep: 
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So ſoftly death ſucceeded life in her: 

She did but dream of heav'n, and ſue was there, 
No pains the ſuffer d. nor expir'd with noiſe; 
Her ſoul was whiſper'd out with God's ſtill voice; 

As an old friend is beckon'd to a feaſt, 

And treated like a long- familiar gueſt. 

He tour ber as he found, but {ound her fo, 

As one in hourly readineſs to go: | 

'Ev'n on thut day, in all her tria prepar'd; 

As early notice the from hcav'n bad teu, 

And tonne detcending courier from above 

had given her timely warning to rezmove; 

Or couniell'd her to dreſs the nuptial room, 

For on that aight the bridegroom was to come, 

Ke kept his hour, and found her where the lay 

Cloath'd all ja white, the lic'ry of the day: 

Scarce had me Gnn'd, in thought. or word, or act; 

Unleis omitiions were to pals for tact: 

That hardly dcath a conſcquence could draw, 

To make her liable to Nature's law. 

And, that ſhe dy'd, we only have to ſhow 

he mortal part of her the left below: | 

To reſt (to ſmooth, ſo ſuddenly ſhe went) 

Look'd like tranſlation, through the firmament, 

Or like the fiery car, on the third errand ſent. 
O happy 1oul! it thou canſt view from high, 

Where thou art all intelligence, all eye, 

If looking up to God, or down to us, 

Thou find'ſt, that any way be pervious, 
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gervey the ruins of thy houſe, and ſee 


Thy widow'd, and thy orphan family : 
Look on thy tender pledges left behind; 
And, if thou canſt a vacant minute find 
From heavenly joys, that interval afford 
To thy ſad children, and thy mourning lord. 
dee how they grieve, miſtaken in their love, 
And ihed a beam of comfort from above; 
Gire em, as much as mortal eyes can bear, 
A tranſient view of thy full glories there; 
That they with mod'rate ſorrow may ſuſtain 
And mollify their loſſes in thy gain, 
Or elſe divide the grief; for ſuch thou wert, 
That ſhould not all relations bear a part, 
It were enough to break a ſingle heart. 

Let this ſuffice: nor thou, great ſaint, refuſe 
This humble tribute of no vulgar muſe : 
Who, not by cares, or wants, or age depreſt, 
Stems a wild deluze with a dauntleſs breaſt; 
And dares to ſing thy praiſes in a clime 
Where vice triumphs, and virtue is a crime; 
Where ev'n to draw tlic picture of thy mind, 
Is fatire on the moſt of human kind: 


| Take it, while yet "tis praiſe; before my rage, 


Unſafely juſt, break looſe on this bad age; 
So bad, that thou thyſelf hadſt no defence 


- From vice, but barely by departing hence. 


Be whit, and where thou art: to wiſh thy place, 
Were, in the beſt, preſumption more than grace, 
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Thy relies ({uch thy works of mercy are) 

Have, in this poem, Leen my holy care. 

As earth thy body keeps, thy ſoul tlic Ey, 

So ſhall this verie preſerve thy memory; | 
For thou (halt make it live, becauſe it lings of thee. 


To the pious Memory of the accompliſhed young La- 
dy, Mrs. Ax x KiLLiGaew, excellent in the tue 
ſilter- arts of Pocty and Painting. An Ope, 


I. 
"> youngeſt virgin-davughter of the ſkies, 
Made in the lait promotion of the bleſt; 
Whoſe palms, new-pluck'd from paradiſe, 
In ſpreading branches more ſublimely riſe, 
Rich with immortal green above the reſt: 
Whether, adopted to ſome neighd'ring ſtar, 
Thou roll'ſt above us, in thy wand' ring race, 
Or, in proceſſion, fix d and regular, 
Mov'd with the heaven's majeſtic pace; 
Or, call'd to more ſuperior blits, 
Thou tread'(t, with ſeraphims, the vaſt abyſs; 
Whatever happy region is thy place, 
Ceaſe thy celeſtial ſong a little ſpace; 
Thou wilt have time enough fur hymas divine, 
Since heaven's eternal year is thine, 
Hear then a mortal mulc thy praiſe rehearſe, 
Is no iguoble verſe; 
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Jot fuch as thy own voice did practiſe here, 
When thy firſt fruits of pocſy were gir'n; 
To make thyſclf a welcome inmate there: 
While yet a young probationer, 
And candidate of heav'n. 


| WM 


If by traduction came thy mind, 
Our wonder is the leſs to find | 
A foul ſo charming from a ſtock ſo good; 
Thy father was transfus'd into thy blood : 
80 wert thou born into a tuneful ſtrain, 
An early, rich, and inexhauſted vein. 
But if thy pre- exiſting ſoul 
Was form' d, at firſt, with myriads more, 
It did through all the mighty poets roll, 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore, | 
And was that Sappho laſt, which once it was before, 
If fo, then ceaſe thy flight, O heaven-born mind! 
Thou haſt no drois to purge from thy rich ore: 
Nor can thy foul a fairer manſion find, -J 
Than was the beauteous frame ſhe left behind : } 
Return to fill or mend the choir of thy celeſtial kind, 
III. 
May we preſume to ſay, that, at thy birth, 
New joy was ſprung in heaven, as well as here on 
"-: earth. | 
For ſure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auſpicious horoſcope to thine, | 
And cv'n the moſt malicious were in trine. 
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Thy brother-angels at thy birth 
Strung each his lyre, and tun'd it high, 
That all the people of the ſky 
Might know a poecteſs was born on earth. 
And then, if ever, mortal cars 
Had heard the muſic of the ſpheres. 
And if no cluſt'ring ſwarm of bees 
On thy ſweet mouth diſtill'd their golden dew, 
"Twas ſuch that vulgar miracles 
Heaven had not leiſure to renew: 
For all thy bleſt fraternity of love 
Solemniz d there thy birth, and kept thy holy-day 
above. : 
IV. 
O gracious God ! how far have we 
Prophan'd thy heavenly gift of poelſy ? 
Made proſtitute and profligate the muſe, 
Debas'd to each obſcene and impious uſe, 
Whoſe harmony was firſt ordain'd above 
For tongues of angels, and for hymns of love? 
O wretched we ! why were we hurry'd down 
This lubrique and adult'rate age, 
(Nay added fat pollutions of our own) 
T'increaſe the ſteaming ordures of the ſtage ? 
What can we fay t' excuſe our ſecond fall : 
Let this thy Veſtal, Heaven atone for all : 
Her Arethuſian ſtream remains unſoil'd, | | 
Unmix'd with forcign filth, and undefil'd; 
Her wit was more than man, her innocence a child. * 
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v. | 

Art ſhe had none, yet wanted none; 

For nature did that want ſupply : 

So rich in treaſure of her own, 

She might our boaſted ſtores defy : 
Such noble vigour did her verſe adorn, 
That it ſeem'd borrow'd, where twas only born. 
Her morals too were in her boſom bred, 

By great example daily fed, 
What in the beſt of books, her father's life, ſhe read. 
And to be read herſelf ſhe need not ſear; 
Each taſte, and every light her muſe will bear, 
Though Epictetus with his lamp were there. 
Ev'n love (for love ſometimes her muſe expreſt 
Was but a lambent flame which play'd about her breaſt 
Light as the vapours of a morning dream, 
So cold herſclf, whilſt ſhe ſuch warmth expreſt, 
'Twas Cupid bathing in Diana's ſtream. 

VI. | 

Born to the ſpacious empire of the Nine, 
One would have thought ſhe ſhould have becn content 
To manage well that mighty government; 
But what can young ambitious ſouls confine ? 

To the next rcalm ſhe ſtretch'd her ſway, 

For Painture near adjoining lay, | 
| A plenteous province, and alluring prey. 

A Chamber of Dependences was fram'd, 
(As conquerors will never want pretencr, 

When arm'd, to juſtify th' offence) | 
And the whole ficf, in right of poetry, ſhe claim'd. 
Vor. II. | U 
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The country open lay without defence: 
For poets frequent inroads there had made, 
And perfectly could repreſent 
The ſhape, the face, with ev'ry lineament, 
And all the large domains which the dumb ſiſter ſway d. 
All bow'd beneath her government, 
Receiv'd in triumph whereſo'er ſhe went 
Her pencil drew, whate'er her foul deſign'd, I mind. 
And oft the happy draught ſurpaſs'd the image in her 
The ſylvan ſcenes of herds and flocks, 
And fruitful plains and barren rocks, 
Of ſhallow brooks that flow'd fo clear, 
The bottom did the top appear; 
Of deeper too and ampler floods, | 
Vhich, as in mirrors, ſhew'd the woods: 
Of lofty trees, with ſacred ſhades, 
And perſpectives of pleaſant glades, 
Where nymphs of brighteſt form appear, 
And ſhaggy ſatyrs ſtanding near, | 
Which them at once admire and fear, 5 
The ruins too of ſome majeſtic piece, 
Boaſting the pow'r cf ancient Rome or Greece, 
| Whoſe ſtatutes, freezes, columns broken lic; 
And, though defac'd, the wonder of thecye; 
What nature, art, bold fiction er durſt frame, 
Her forming hand gave feature to the name, 
do ſtrange a concourſe nc'er was ſecn before, 
But wl:ca the peopl'd ark the whole creation bore. 
VII. 
he ſcere then chang'd, with bold ered + ok 
Our e.artial King the ſght with rev'rence ſtrook : 
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For not content t'cxpreſs his outward part, 
Her hand call'd out the image of his heart: 
His warlike mind, his toul devoid of ſcar, 
His high-deſigning thoughts were fizur'd there, 
A, when, by magic, gholts are made appear. 
Ouc phenix queen was pourtray'd too iv brizht, 
Beauty alone could beauty take fo rigut: 
Her dicſs, her ape, her matchleſs grace, 
Wire all obſerv'd as well as heav'nly face, 
With ſuch a pcerleſs majeſty the ſtands, 
As in that day ſhe took the crown trom ered hands: 
Before a train of hcroincs was ſcen, 
In bcauty foremoſt as in rank the queen. 
Thus nothing to her genius was deny'd, 
But li e a ball of fire the further thiown, 

Still with a gieater blaze ſhe ſhone, 

And her bright ſ-ul broke out on every fide. 
What next ſhe had deſign'd, Heaven only knows: 
To ſuch immod'rate growth her conqueſt roſe, 
That fate alone its progreſs could oppoſe. 

VIII. 

Now all thoſe charms, that looming grace, 
The well proportion d ſhape, and beauteous face, 
Shall never more be ſeen by mortal eyes; 

In earth the much lamented virgin lies. 

Nor wit, nor piety could fate prevent; 

Nor was the cruel Deſtiny content 

To finith all the murder at a blow, 

To ſweep at once her life, and beauty too; 
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But, like a harden'd fclon, took a pride 
To work more miſchievoully flow, 
And plunder'd firſt, and then deſtroy'd. 
O double ſacrile ge on things divine, 
To rob the relic, and deface the ſhrine! 
But thus Orinda dy'd : 
Hen 'n, by the ſame diſcaſe, did both tranſlate; 
A, Cina. wie (udir ſouls, fo equal was their fate. 
IX. 
Man- time her warlike brother on the ſcas 
_ tis waving ſtreamers to the winds diſplays, 
Ana vows for his return, with vain devotion, pays, 
Ah generous youth, that with forbcar, 
The winds too ſoon will wait thee here! 
Slack all thy fails, and fear to come, 


Alzs, thou know'lt not, thou art wreck'd at home! 


vol thait thou :chold thy ſiſter's face, 
ou naſt alicady had her laſt embrace. 
Bt Lok aloft and if thou ken'ſt from far 
Among he Pliads an r e far, 
If any ſparkles than t::- ictt more bright; 
"Tis the that thincs ia that propitious light. 
X. 
When in mid-air the golden trump ſhall ſound, 
To raiſe the nations under ground; 
When, in the valley of Jchoſhaphat, 
The judging God thall cloſe the book of fate; 
And there the laſt ae, keep, 
For thoſe who wake, and thoſe who ſleep; 
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When rattling bones together fly, 

From the four corners of the ſky; 
When ſinews o'er the ſkeletons are ſpread, 
Thoſe cloth'd with fleſh, and liſe in{pires the dead; 
The facred poets firſt ſhall hear the ſound, | 

And foremoſt from the tomb ſhall hound, 5 

For they are cover d with the ligliteſt ground; 
And ſtraight, with in-born vigour, on the wing, 
Like mounting larks, to the new morning ſiag. 
There thou, ſweet ſaint, before the quire ſhall go, 
As harbinger of heav'n, the way to thow, 5 
The way which thou fo well hall learnt below, 


On the Death of AurxrTas: 


A Pas rogAL Etter. 


Sf on a joyleſs and gloomy morn, 

Wet was the graſs, and hung with pearls the thorn; 
When Damon, who deſign'd to paſs the day 
Wita hounds and horns, and chaſe the flying prey, 
Rote early from his bed; bat ſoon he found 
The welkin pitch'd with ſullen clouds around, 5 
An eaſtern wind, and dew upon the ground. 
Thus while he ſtood, and ſighing did ſucvey 
The fields, and curſt th'ill omens of the day, 
He ſaw Menalcis come with heavy pace; 
Wet were his cycs, and chearlefs was his face: 
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He wrung his hands, diſtracted with his care, 
And ſent his voice before him from afar. 


Return, he cry'd, return, unhappy ſwain, R 
The ſpungy clouds are fiil'd with gath' ring rain: T 
The promiſe of the day not only croſs' d, 0 
But ev'n the Spring, the Spring itſelf is loſt. WY 


Amyntas — Oh! He could not ſpeak the reſt, 


Nor needed, for preſaging Damon gueſs'd. | Sc 
Equal with heav'n young Damon lov'd the boy, E 
The boaſt of nature, both his parents joy. H 
His graceful form revolving in his mind; B 
So great a genius, and a foul fo kind, 'T 
Gare ſad aſſurance that his fears were true; It 


Too well the envy of the gods he knew: T 
For when their gifts too laviſhly are plac'd, L 
Soon they repent, and will not make them laſt. Y 
For ſure it was too bountiful a dole, R 
The mother's features, and the father's ſoul. F 
Then thus he cry'd : Ihe morn beſpoke the news: I 
The morning did her chearful light diffuſc; 
But ſee how ſuddenly ſhe chang'd her face, 


And brought on clouds and rain, the day's diſgrace; F 
Juſt ſuch, Amyntas, was thy promis' d race. 11 
What charms adorn ' d thy youth, where nature ſmil'd, Ik 
And more than man was giv'n us in a child! 8 
His infancy was ripe: a foul ſublime | ] 
In years ſo tender that prevented time: 1 


Ere mortals all his beautics could ſurvey : 


Heav'n gave him all at once; then ſnatch'd away, 
Iuſt like rhe flow'r that buds and women | in a day. 
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MENALCAS. | 

The mother, lovely, tho' with grief oppreſt, 
Reclia'd his dying head upon her breaft, 
The mournful family ftood all arcund ; 
One groan was heard, one univerial ſound : 
All were in floods of tears and endleſs forrow . 

drown'd. | 
so dire a ſadneſs ſat on ev'ry look, 
E:'n Death repented he had giv'n the ſtroke. 
He gricv'd his fatal work had been ordain'd, 
But promis'd length of life to thoſe who vet remain'd. 
he mother's and her eldeſt daughter's grace, 
It ſeems, had brib'd kim to prolong their ſpace, 
Thc father bore it with undaunted foul, 
Like one who durſt his deſtiny controul : 
Yet with becoming grief he bore his part, 
Reſign'd his fon, but not retizn'd his heart, 
Patient as Job; and may he live to ſee, 
Like him, a new increaſing family! 
DAMON, 

Such is my with, and ſuch my propheſv. 
For yet, my friend, the beautcous mould remains; 
Long may the exercile her fruit iul pains! 
But, ah! with Letter hap, and bring a race 
| More laſting, and endu'd with equal grace! 
Equal ſhe may, but farther none can go: 
For he was all that uus cxact below. 

MENALCAS. 

Damon, behold yon breaking purple cloud; 

Hear ſt thou not hM ¹ν,ẽjjẽud ſongs divinely loud? 
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There mcunts Amyntas; the young cherubs play 
About their godlike mate, and ſing him on his way, 
He cleaves the liquid air, behoid he flics, 

And every moment gains upon the ics. 

The new-come gueſt admires th'actherial ſtate, 

The ſapphire portal, and the golden gate. 

And now admitted in the ſhinivg throng, 

He ſhows the paſſport which he brought along. 

His patiport is his innocence ard grace, 

Well known to all the natives of the place. 

Now ſing, ve joyful angels, and admire 

Your brother's voice that comes to mend your quire: 
Seng you, while endleſs tears out eyes beſtou; 

For like Amyntas none is left below. 


On the Death of a very Young Gentleman. 


2 who could view the bock of deſtiny, 

Ard read whatever tlicre was writ of thee, 
O charmin youth, in the frit op'ning page, 
So riany g tuces in ſo ciecn an ave, 
Such wit, ſuch modeſty, ſuch ſtrength of mind, 
A ſoul at once ſo manly, and fo kind; 
Would wonder, when kc turn'd the volume c'er, 
And after ſome few leaves ſhould find no more, 
Nought but a blank remain, a dead void ſpace, 
A ſtep of life that promis'd ſuch a race. 
We muſt not, dare not think that 'lcav'n began 
A child, and could not finiſh him a man; 
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| Reflecting what a mighty ſtore was laid 


Of rich materials, and a model made: 

Tac colt alicady iurnith'd; ſo beſtow'd, 

As more was never to one ſoul allow'd: 

Yet after this protuſion ſpent in vain, 

Nothing but mould'ring aſhes to remain. 

I gucſs not, left I fplit upon the ſhelf, 

Yet durſt | gueſs, Heav'n kept it for himſclf; 

And giving us the uſe, did ſoon recal, 

Ere we could ſpare, the mighty principal, 
Thus then he difappear'd, was ratify'd; 

For tis improper ſpecch to ſay he dy'd : 

He was cxhal'd; his great Creator drew 


His ipirit, as the ſun the morning dew. 


'Tis fin produces death; and he had none 


hut the taint Adam left on every ſon. 
| He added not, he was fo tie, fo good, 
_.*Fwas but th'origiaal forfeit of his blood: 


And that ſo little, that the river ran 
Mare clear than the corrupted fount began. 


Nothing remain d of the firſt mud ly clay; 
The length oi courſe had wath'd it in the uay: 
Sa decp, and yet fo clear, we miglit behold 


The gravel bottom, and that bottom gold. 
As ſuch we lov'd, admir'd, almoſt ador'd, 

Gave all the tribute mortals cou'd afford. 

Perhaps we gave fo much, the pow'rs above 

Grew angry at our ſuperſtitious love: 

For when we more than human homage pay, 

The charming cauſe is juſtly ſnatch'd away. 
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Thus was the crime not his, but ours alone: ] | 


And vet we murmar that be went % ſoon; 
Though miracles ate ſhort and rarely ſhown. — | 
Hear then, ye mournful parents, and divide 
That love in many. which in one was iy'd. 
That individual bleſſing is no more, 
But multiply'd in vour remaining ſtore. 
"The flame's diſpeis' d, but docs not all expire; 
The ſpakles blaze, though not the globe of fire, 
Love him by parts, in all your num'rous race 
And ſiom thoſe parts form one collected grace; 
Then, when you have retin'd to that degree, 
Imagine all is one, and think that one is he. 


Upon the Death ef the Farl of DuxDre. 


OE and beg of Score! who didit maintain 


Thy country's frecdom fiom a foreign reigng 


New people fill the land, now thou art gone, 
New gods the temples, and new kings the throne, 
Scotland and thou did each in other live; 

Nor wou'dft thou her, nor cod ſue thee ſurvive. 
Farewel, who dying didſt ſupport the Nate, 

And cou'dſt not fall but with thy country's fate. 
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Upon young Mr Rods of Glouccſterſhire, 


y zentle blood, iis parents only treaſure, 

Their laſting ſorrow, and their vaniſh'd pleaſure, 
Adorn'd with features, virtues, wit and grace, 
A large proviſion for fo ſhort a race; 
More mod'rate gitts might have prolong d his date, 
Too early fitted for a better flate; 
But, knowing hcaven his home, to ſhun delay, 
[fe leap d our age, and took the ſhorteſt way. 


To the memory of Mr OrnuaAu. 


ares L, too little, and too lately known, 
Whom | began to tl:;1);, and call my own: 
For ſure our ſouls were near allied, and thine 
Caſt in the fame poetic mould with mine. 
ſone common note on either lyre did ſtrike, 
And knaves and fools we both abhorr'd alike. 
To the ſame goal did both our ſtudies drive; 
e laſt ſet out, the ſooneſt did arrive. 
Thus Niſus fell upon the ſlipp'ry place, 
Whilſt his young friend perform'd and won the race. 
early ripe ! to thy 2bvndaut ſtore 
ſhat cou'd advancing age have added more ? 
t might (what nature never gives the young) 
ave taught the ſmoothneſs of thy native tongue. 
but ſatire needs not thote, and wit will ſhine. 
u the harſh cadence of a rugged line. 
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A noble error, and but ſeldom made, 

When pocts are by too much force betray'd. 

Thy gen'rous ſruits, tho' gather'd ere their prime, 

Still ſhew'd a quickneſs; and maturing time 

But mellows what we write, to the dull ſwects of 
rhime. 

Once more, hail, and farewell; farewell, thou young 

But ah too ſhort, Marcellus of our tongue ! 

Thy brows with ivy, and with laurels bound; 

But ſate and gloomy night encompaſs thee around. 


On the Death of Mr. PurceLi, 
Set to muſic by Dr. Blow. 


I. 
M* how the lark and linnet ſing; 
| With rival notes 
They firain their warbling throats, 
To welcome in the Spring. 
But in the cloſe of night, 
When Philomel begins ber heav'nly lay, 
They ceaſe their mutual ſpite, 
Drink in her muſic with delight, 
And liſt' ning filently obey. 
II. 
So ceas d the rival crew, when Purcell came; 
They ſung no more, or only ſung his fame: 
Struck dumb, they all admir'd the godlike man * 
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The godlike man, 
Alas! too ſoon retired, 
As he too late began. 
We beg not hell our Orpheus to reſtore : 
| Had he been there, 
Their ſovereign's fear 
Had ſent him back before. 
The pow'r of harmony too well they knew: 


He long ere this had tun'd their jarring yu, 


And left no hell below. 
III. 
The heavenly choir, who heard his notes from high, 
Let down the ſcale of muſic from the ſky : 
| They handed him along, 

And all the way he taught, and all the way they ſung. 
Ye breth'ren of the lyre, and tuneful voice, 
Lament his lot; but at your own rejoice : 
Now live ſecure, and linger out your days; 
The gods are plcas'd alone with Purcell's lays, 

Nor know to mend their choice, 


EriTary on the Lady WurTMoORE. 


Fu. kind, and tre, a treafure each alone, 


A wife, a miſtreſs, and a friend in one, 


Reſt in this tomb, rais d at thy huſband's coſt, 


Hcre ſadly ſumming, what he had, and loſt. 
Come, virgins, ere in equal bands ye join, 

Come firſt, and offer at her ſacred ſhrine; 
Vor. II. X 


242. FLEGIES AND 

Pray but for half the virtues of this wife, 
Compound for all the reſt, with longer life; 

And wiſh your vows, like hers, may be return'd, 
So lov'd when living, and when dead fo mourn'd, 


Erirarn on Sir Parts Fainnone's Tomb in 
Weſtminſter- Abbey. 


Sacred to the immortal memory of Sir Palmes Fair - 
bone, Knight, Governor of Tangier; in execution 
of which command, he was mortally wounded by 
a ſhot from the Moors, then beſieging the town, in 
the forty- ſixth year of his age, October 24th, 1680. 


** ſacred relics, which your marble keep, 

Here, undiſturb'd by wars, in quiet ſleep : 
Diſcharge the truſt, which, when it was below, 
Fairbone's undaunted ſoul did undergo, | 
And be the town's Palladium from the foe. 

Alive and dead theſe walls he will defend: 

Creat actions great examples muſt attend. 

The Candian ſiege his early valour knew, 

Where Turkiſh blood did his young hands imbrue. 
From thence returning with deſerv'd applavſc, | 
Againſt the Moors his well fleſh'd ſword he __ 
The ſame di. courage, and the ſame the cauſe. 

His yo!th and age, bis life and death, combine, | 
As in ſome great and regular deſign, 5 
A of a piect hKiiouyhaut, and all divine. 
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Still nearer heav'n his virtues ſhone more bright, 
| Like riling flames expanding in their height; 


The martyr's glory crown'd the toldicr's fight, 


More bravely Britith General never tell, 


No: General's death was e'cr reveng'd fo well; 


| Which his pleas'd eyes beheld before their cloſe, 


Follow'd by thouſand victims of his tocs. 


To his lamented loſs, for time to come, 
His pious widow conſecrates this tomb. 


Under Mr. MitTox's Picture, before his 
Paaanssa Loor. © 


| Furr poets, in three diſtant ages born, 


Gicece, Italy, and England did adorn, 
The fir/t in loftineſs of thought ſurpaſs d; 
The wext in majeſty; in both the /aft, 
The force of nature could ro further go; 


| To make a {bird the join d the former two. 
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| x: - 
Joon harmony, from heavenly harmony 
| This univerſal frame began: 
When nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring atoms lay, 

And could not heave her head, 
The tuneful voice was heard from high, 

Ariſe, ye more than dead, 

Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
In order to their ſtations leap, 

And muſic's power obey. 

From harmony, fiom heavenly harmony 
This univerſal frame began : 

From harmony to harmony 
Through all the compaſs of the notes it ran, 
The diapaſon cloſing full in man. 
| II. 6 
What paſſion cannot muſic raiſe and quell! 

When Jubal ſtruck the corded ſhell, 

Vis liſt' ning brethren ſtood around, 
And, wond'ring, on their faces fell 


To worthip that ccleſtial ſound. 
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Leſs than a god they thought there could not dwell 
Withia the hollow of that ſhell, 
That ſpoke fo ſweetly and ſo well. 
What paſſion cannot muſic raiſe and quell! 
III. 
The trumpet's loud clangor 
Excites us to arms, 
With ſhrill notes of anger 
And mortal alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thund'ting drum 
Cries, hark! the foes come; 
Charge, charge, tis too late to retreat. 
IV. 
The ſoft complaining flute 
In dying notes diſcovers 
| The woes of hopeleſs lovers, 
Whoſe dirge is whiſper'd by the warbling lute. 
V. 
Sharp violins proclaim 
Their jcalous pangs, and deſperation, 
Fury. frantic indignation, 
Depth of pains, and height of paſſion, 
Por the fair, ditdainſul, dame. 
ny VI. 
But oh! what art can teach, 
3 What human voice can reach, 
The ſacred organ's praiſe ? 
Notes inſpiring holy love, 
R 3 
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Notes that wing their heavenly ways 
To mend the choirs above. 
I. vii. 
Orpheus could lead the ſavage race; 
And trecs uprooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the lyre: | 


But bright Cecilia rais'd the wonder higher: 
When to her organ vocal breath was given, 


An angel heard, and ſtraight appcar'd, 
Miſtaking earth for heav'n. | 


Grand CuoRUSs. 


As from the pow'r of ſacred lays 

5 The ſphercs began to more, 
And ſung the great Creator's praiſe 

Io all the bleſs'd above; 

So when the laſt and dreadful hour 
This crumbling pageant ſhall devour, 
The trumpet ſhall be heard on high, 
The dead ſhall live, the living die, 
And muſic ſhall untune the ſky. 


On the young SrAr SMA. 


\LARENDON had law and ſenſe, 
> Clifford was fierce and brave; 
Bennet's grave look was a ptrtence, 
And D——y's matchleſs impudence 
Help'd to ſupport the knave. 
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But Sun — d, God— n, L. -Y, 

Theſe will appear ſuch chits in ſtory, 
"Twill turn all politics to jeſts, 

To be repeated like ſohn Dory, 
When fidlers ſing at feaſts. 


protect us, mighty Providence, 

What would theſe madmen have; 
Firſt, they would bribe us without pence, 
Deccive us without common ſenſe, 

And without pow'r enſlave. 


Shall free-born men, in humble awe, 
Submit to ſervile ſhame; 

Who from conſcnt and cuſtom draw 

| The fame right to be rul'd by law, 

Which kings pretend to reign ?. 


The duke {hall wield his conqu'rng ſword, 
The chanc'lor make a ſpeech, 
The king ſhall paſs his honeſt word, 
The pawn'd revenue ſums afford, 
And then, come kiſs my breech, = 


So have I ſeen a king on cheſs 
| (His rooks and knights withdrawn, 
His queen and biſhops in diſtreſs) 
Shifting about, grow leſs and leſs, 
With here and there a pawn. 
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The Trans of AuvNTaA for the Death of 


Damon. 
; I. 

\N a bank, beſide a willow, 
Heaven her cov'ring, carth her pillow, 
Sad Amynta figh'd alone: 

From the chearleſs dawn of worning 
Till the deus of night returning, 
Singing thus ſhe made her moan: 
Hope is banith'd, 
Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Damon, my bclov'd, is gone! 
II. 

Time, I dare thee to diſcorer 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover ;; 
Oh ſo trac, ſo kind was he! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature ; 
Damon lir'd alone for me; 

Mclting kiſſes, 
Murmuring bliſſes: 
Who ſo liv'd and lov d as we! 
III. 

Never ſhall we curſe the morning. 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore ; 

Never ſhall we both lie dying, 

Nature failing, love ſupplying 
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All the joys we diain'd before: 
Death come end me; 
To befriend me; 
Love and Damon are no more. 


ak 3 d n -6 
| | 3 
re the fair, in the bloom of fiſteen, 

Felt an innocent warmth, as ſhe lay on the green: 
She had heard of a pleaſure, and ſomething ſhe gueſs'd 
Zy the towzing, and tumbling, and touching her breaſt: 
She ſaw the men eager, but was at a loſs, 

What they meant by their ſighing, and kiſſing ſo cloſe: 
By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 
And lighing and kiſſing, 
And ſighing and kiſſing fo cloſe. 
II. 
Ah ! ! ſhecry'd; ah for a languiſhing maid, 
In a country of Chriſtans, to die without aid ! 
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaſt, 
Or a Proteſtant parſon, or Catholic prieſt, 
To inſtruct a young virgin, that is at a loſs, 
What they meant by their ſighing, and kiſſing fo cloſe! 
| By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing 
And fighing and kiſſing, | 
And ſighing and kiſſing fo cloſe. 
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III. 

Cupid in age of a ſwain did appear, 
He ſaw the tad wound, and in pity drew neary 
Then ſhow'd her his arrow, and bid her not tear; 
For the pain was no more than a maiden may car: 
When the balm was intus'd, ſhe was not at à 1. 
What they meant by their ſtghing, and kiſſing fo cloſe; 

By their praying and whining, 

And claſping and twining, 

And panting and wiſhing, 

And ſighing and kiſſing, 

And ſighing and kiſſing ſo cloſe. 


The Lady's lone. 


A cuorR of bright beauties in Spring did appear, 
To chooſe a May-lady to govern the year; 
All the nymphs were in white and the ſhepherds in 
green; 
The garland was giv'n, and Phyllis was queen: 
But Pyhllis refus'd it, and ſighing did iay, 
I'll not wear a garland while Pan is away. 
II. 
While Pan, and fair Syrinx, are fled from our ſhore, 
The graces are baniſh'd, and love is no more: 
The ſoft god of pleaſure, that warm'd our dcfires, 
Has broken his bow, and extinguith'd his fires: 
And vows that himſelf, and his mother will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return. 
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AI. 

For bear your addreſſes, and court us no more; 
For we will perform what the deity ſwore: 
But if you dare tl:ins of deſetving our charms, 
Away with your ſheephooks, and take to your arms: 
Then laurels and myrtles your brows ſhall adorn, 
| When Pan, and his fon, and fair 5yrinx, return. 


. 

| L | 

AIR, ſweet and young, reccive a prize 

Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes: 
From crowds, whom at your feet you ſes, 
O pity, and diſtinguiſh me; 
As | from thouſand beautics more 
Diſtinguiſh you, and only you adore. 

| Il. | 
Your face for conqueſt was deſign'd, 
Q Your very motion charms my mind; 
Angels, when you your filence break, 
Forget their hymns, to hear you ſpeak; 
But when at once they hear and view, 
Arc Lth to mount, and long to {tay with you, 
III. 

e, No gr-ces can your form improve, 
But all arc Joſt, unleſs you love; 
While that ſwect paſſion you diſdain, 
Your veil and beauty are in vain : 
N In pity then prevent my fate, 
| For after dying all reprieve's too late, 
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H ſtate and honours to others impart, 
But give me your heart: | 
That treaſure, that treaſure alone, 

beg for my own. 
So gentle a love, ſo fervent a fire, 
My foul does inſpire; 
That treaſure, that treaſure alone, 
l beg for my own. 5 
Tour love let me crave; 
Give me in poſſeſſing 
So matchlcſs a bleſſing; 
That empire is all I would have. 
Love's my petiticn, 
All my ambition : 
If c'er you diſcover 
So faithful a lover, 
So real a flame, 
Pl die, Ill die, 
So give up my game. 


RON D E L AY. 
I. 
(Omen found Amyntas lying, 
| All in tears upon the plain; 
Sighing to himfelf, and crying, 
Wretched I, to love in vain! 
Kiſs me, dear, before my dying: 
Kiſs me once, and caſe my pain! 


. 
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Il. 
gighing to himſelf, and crying, 
Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Ever ſcorning and denying 
To reward your faithful ſwain ; 
Kiſs me, dear, before my dying ; 
Kiſs me once, and caſe my pain! 
III. | 
Ever ſcorning, and denyiog 
To reward your faithful ſwain. 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
| Told him, that he lov'd in vain: 
Kiſs me, dear, before my dying : 
Kiſs me once, and caſe my pain |! 
Iv. 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
| Told him, that he lov'd in vain : 
But repenting, and complying, 
When he kiſs'd, ſhe kiſs'd again 
Kiſs'd him up before his dying ; 
Kiſs'd him up, and eas d his pain. 


&a C. 


| 
8 tell Amynta, gentle ſwain, 
I would not die, nor dare complain : 
Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine: 
* II. 1 
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To ſouls oppreſs d, and dumb with grief 
The gods ordain this kind relief; 
That muſic ſhould in ſounds convey, 
What dying lovers dare not fay. 

| II. 
A ſigh or tear, perhaps, ſhe'll give, 
But love on pity cannot live. 
Tell her that hearts for hearts were made, 
And love with love is only paid. 
Tell her my pains ſo faſt increaſe, 
That ſoon they will be paſt redreſs; 


A Sons to a fair young lady going out of the 


I. 
Aren the cauſe, why ſullen Spring 
So long delays her flow'rs to bear; 
Why warbling birds forget to ſing, 
. 
Chloris is gone, and fate provides 
To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 
II. 
Chloris is gone, the cruel fair; 
- She caſt not back a pitying eye: 
But left her lover in deſpair, 
To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die: 
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Ah, how can thoſe fair eyes endure 

To give the wounds they will not cure ! 
| | III. 
Great god of love, why haſt thou made 
A face that can all hearts command, 
That all religions can invade, | 
And change the laws of ev'ry land? 
Where thou hadſt plac'd ſuch pow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her mercy more. 
| IV. 
When Chloris to the temple comes, 
Adoring crouds before her fall; 
dhe can reſtore the dead from tombs, 
And every life but mine recall. 

1 only am by love deſign'd 
To be the victim for mankind, 
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